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THE CONDUCT OF LIFE 




FATE. 


Delicate omeria* traced in au- 
To the lone hnrd tmc witness hare 
Birds witli auyiu'ics on tScii’ wings 
Chanted nndccoiviug thing:^ 

Him to be ckon, him to warn ; 

Well might tlicn the poet scorn 
To learn of scribe or courier 
^llints writ in vaster character ; 
And on his mind, at dawn <il' da^^. 
Soft shadows of the ♦•veiling lay. 
For the prc\’ision ^ allie<l 
Unto tjic tiling so signiiied : 

Or say, the foresight that awaits 
Is the same Genius that oroates. 




FATE. 


I'l' clianccd during one winter, a few years agOj«lJiat 
our cities ^cre bent on discussing file flieory of the 
Age. By an odd coincidence, four or five noted men 
were each reading a discourse to th« citizens of Boston 
or Now Aoi'k, on tlie Spirit of the Times. 
liappencd that tlio subject had the ^me prominence 
in some remarkable pampldcts and journals isifued in 
London in the same season. To me, howev’er, the 
question of tlic times resolved itself into a practical 
question of the conduct of life. How shall I live! 
We arc incompetent to solv^ the times. Our geo¬ 
metry cannot span the huge* orbits of the prevailing 
ideas, behold their'return, and reconcile their opposi¬ 
tion. Wo can only obey our own polarity. ’Tis lino 
fc» us to speculate and elect our course, if we must 
accept an iiTcsistiblc dictation. 

In our first .staps to gain our wishes, wo come upan 
immovable limitations. We are fired witff the hdpe 
to reform men. After many expeftmei^s, we find 
that we must begin earlier,—at school.* But the'boys 
and girls are not docile; we can ^ako n^iiflg ol_ 
them. We decide that they aij not of gccd stock. 
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We must begin our reform earlier still,—at genera- 
Ijon: that is ,t6 say, there is Fate, or laws of the 
wo^'ld'. 

But if there he irresistible dictation, this dictation 
understands itself. If we nurst accept Fate, we are 
not less coTiipalled to affirm liberty, the significance 
of the individual, the grandeur (»f duty, the power of 
character. This is tnie, Kfid that other is true. But 
our geometry cannot span these extreme 2 >oints, and 
roctihcile them. ^What to do? By obcA’ing each 
thought frankly, by liarjnng, or, if yon will, ])ouu(ling 
on each string, we learn at l:i.st its j)owcr. By the 
same obedience to othei' thoughts, we learn theirs, 
ardthen comes some icasonable hope of harmonising 
th^Vn. ^ We are sure, that, though W'e know not how, 
necessity docs comport wdth liberty, the individual 
with the world, my polarity with the spirit of the 
times. The riddle of the age h.as for each a jniv.ate 
solution. If one would study his own time, it must 
bo by this method of trking uj) in turn each of the 
leading tojncs which belong to our scheme of human 
life, and, by firmly stating all that is agreeable to 
3xperiencc on ojic, and doing the same justice to the 
)])j)osing facts in the others, the true limitations wdl 
ip])ear. Anj excess of emj)ha.sis, on one jiart, would 
jc corrected, and a just balance ■'vould be made. 

.But let us honestly state the facts. Our America 
ras a bad n.mie for supcrficialncss. Great men, great 
^atioiis, have not liecn boasters and buffoons, but 
>erceivtt"s of the terror of life, and have manned 
hemselves to face The Spartan, embodying his 
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religion in his country, clios Ijjiforo its majesty with* 
out a question. • The Tuik, who heliovos his dooi^ 
is written on tlie iron loaf in the moment when, he 
entered the world, ritfeluis on the ynemy’s sabre wftl! 
undivided will.* The Turk, J.ho Aral), the, Persian, 
accepts the foreordained fate. 

“ On two (lays, il steads not to nin from tliy gi-avp, 

Tho appointed, and tlio finappmuttal da)’^; 

On ilie first, neither balm nor jdivsiciau can save, 

Nor tlice, on tbo soooml, tlie Universe slay/* 

The Hindoo, under the -vvlieeJ, m as firm. Our. 
Calvinists/in the last gonctiitien, had something of 
the same dignity. They felt thaff the weight of the 
Universe hold them down (o their place. VVhahCfJild 
ikrf/ do ? W'ise men fool that there is somotMng 
wliich cannot he talked or voted away,—a strap or 
holt Mdiich gilds the world. 

“ T]](i Destiny, minister general, 

That cxecuteth in the world ohn' all, 

Tlie purveyawee which Oo^ hath seen hefoi-ne, 

So strong it is, that tho'J.iie world had sworn 
The contrary^of a thing by yea or nay, 

Yot sfmietime it shall fallen on a day 
That falletli not oft in a thousand year ; 

For, certainly, our appetites here, 
lie it of war, oi- peace, or hate, or love, 

All this is ruled by the sight above^” • 

CuAlKUu: : The Knvjhk's Talc 

The Greek Tragedy exprci?scil tbo same sense: 
“Whatever is fated, that will take pl^cc.' The great 
immense mind of Jove is not to bo transgressed." 

Savages cling to a local god of o^je tribes' town.. 
The broad ethics of Jesus werciquickly nafrowed to 
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village theologies, whijh 2>reach an election or favour¬ 
itism. And, flow and then, an amiable parson like 
Jung Stilling, or Robert Huntington, believes in a 
*pfstareen-Providc»co, which, wBenovcr the good man 
wants a/linner, makes Jhat someliodj' shall knock at 
his door, dhdT leave a half-dolliU’. But Nature is no 
sentimentalist,—docs not cosset Or jiamper us. We 
must SCO that the world*is rough and surly, and will 
not iRind drowning a man or a woman; but swallow.s 
yohr shij) lilas a grain of dust. The cold, inconsidor- 
atcrfif person.s, tingles your blood, benumbi)*'your feet, 
freezes a man like an ajuilo. The diseases, the ele¬ 
ments, fortune, gravity, lightning, re.sjicct no iicrsons, 
Tim* Way of Providence is a little rude. The habit 
of. snai:c and sjiidcr, the .snap of the tiger and other 
leaper^ and bloody jumjjers, the crackle of the bones 
of his jircy in the coil of the anaconda,—these arc in 
the sy.stem, and our habits are like theirs. You have 
just dined, and, howev,or scrupulously the slaughter¬ 
house is concealed in the gi-aceful distance of miles, 
there is comjdicity,—expensive races,■-—race living at 
the exj)ense of race. The jilanet is liable to shocks 
from comets, perturbations from jJanets, rendin^s 
from earthquake and volcano, alterations of climate, 
]U'ccessions of equinoxes. Rivers dry ujr by opening 
of,the forset. The sea changcs*its tied. Towns and 
counties fall in^ it. At Lisbon, an earthquake Idllod' 
men^ like li'o^ At Naples, three years ago, ten 
tfiousand ijersons were cinshed in a few minutes. 
■The Bcflf^y at sta; the sword of the climate in the 
west of Africa, at • Cayenne, at Panama, at New 



1.] PAm 7 

Orleans, cut off men like a njassacre» Our western 
prairie shakes with fever and ague. Tlio cholera, th# 
smallpox, have proved as mortal to some trihei £|^ a 
frost to the crickets, Vhich, having filled the suifinffei* 
with noise, aro’silenced hy a /all of tfio tei^erature 
of one night. Without’uncoverjng whift does not 
(ioncern us, or counting how many species of parasites 
iiang on a homhyx ; or groping after intestinal para¬ 
sites, or infusory biters, or tho obscurities of altwnate 
generationthe forms of the shajjk, l-tc hln'us,*bhe 
jaw of tl\ sea-wolf paved with crushing teeth,,the 
weapons of the grampus, and other warriors hidden 
in tho sea,—are hints of ferocity in the iTiteriors of 
nature. Let us not deny it up anjJ down. rd>Bw‘- 
dcnce has a wihl, rough, incalculable road to j/s eud, 
and it is of no use to try to whitewash ijs ||Ugo 
mixed instrumentalities, or to dross up that terrific 
benefactor in a clean shirt and white neckcloth of a 
student in divinity. 

Will you say, the disastefS which threaten man¬ 
kind are exceptional, and one need not lay his account 
for cataclysms every day! A}', but what happens 
once, may happen again, and so long as these strokes 
are not to bo parried by u.s, they must be feared. 

But these shocks and ruins are loss closti’uctivc to 
us than the ste^tliy power ef other laws which ^ct 
on us daily. An expense of ends to_^eans is fate >— 
organisation tyrannising over character,' Tho men¬ 
agerie, or forms and powers of the spine, is a boolc 
of fate: tho bill of the bird, the skull of snake,- 
determines tyrannically its limiSs. So is the scale of 
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l iices, of tcmparanient^; so is sex ; so is climate; so 
in the reaction<6f talents imj)risomng the vital power 
in cei tain directions. Every spirit makes its house; 
hnt aftci wards the house confines the spirit. 

The gross lines are legible to the dull: the cabman 
is jihrcnoloyist so far: he looks in your face to see if 
his shilling is sure. A dome of brow denotes one 
thing; a pot-belly anoriier; a squint, a pug-nose, 
mat.s«of hair, the pigment of the epidermis, betray 
clnkiicter. J.^eop}c seem sheathed in their tough 
t organisation. Ask Spuiy.heini, ask the d ictors, ask 
Quctelct, if temperaments decide nothing, or if there 
be auytliiiig they do not decide. Read the descrip- 
tkii.in medical books of the four temiieraments, and 
yo,d wjll think you are reading your own thoughts 
which you hiid not yet told. Find the part which 
black eyes, and which blue eyes, play severally in the 
company. How shall a man escape from his ances¬ 
tors, or draiv off fioin Ips veins the black drop which 
he drew from his father’s or his mother’s life! It 
often appears in a family, as if all the qualities of the 
progenitors were potted in several jars,—some ruling 
quality' in each son or daughter of the house,—and 
sometimes the unmixed temjierament, the rank un¬ 
mitigated elixir,, the family vice, is drawn off in a 
separate individual, and the otho-.'s arc proportionally 
relieved. Wo sometimes see a change of expression 
in our conijignion, and say, his father, oi' his mother, 
epmes to the ■windows of his eyes, and sometimes a 
remote" »ylative. a In different hours, a man represents 
each of several of hisi'ancestors, as if there were seven 
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or eight of us rolled up in e»ch mafl’s shin,—seven 
or eight ancestol’s at least,—and thej^ constitute the 
variety of notes for that new piece of music which' 
his life is. At the coVner of the street, you road til* 
possibility of dich passeugOTj* in tin; facial «inglc, in 
the complexion, in the depth of his eye* *llis j)arent- 
ui:e detoTTniuos it. Men are what their mothers made 
them. You may as well ash a loom which weaves 
huckaback, why it docs not make cashmere, as <?x^cct 
jioetry from this engineer, or a cfeeiuical discovery 
from tha?»jobber. Ask the digger in the ditch to' 
explain Newton’s laws; the fine organs of his brain 
ha> e been pinched by ovcrworlc and scjiialid pov<5j'ty 
from father to son, for a hundred years. '\Vlieh ^ach 
comes forth from his mother’s womb, the pito»of 
gifts closes behind him. Let him value hia hands 
and feet, ho has but one pair, fio ho has but one 
future, and tliat is already predetermined in his lobes, 
and described in that little iatty face, jag-eyo, and 
squat form. All the privilege and all the legislation 
of the world cannot meddle or help to make a poet or 
a prince of him. 

Jesus said, “When he looketh on her, he hath 
committed adultery.” But he is an adulterer before 
he has yet looked on the woman, b;f the suj)erfluity 
of animal and tRe dbfect of tiiought in lis constitu¬ 
tion. Who meets him, or who meets hm, in the street, 
secs that they are ripe to be each otlier^»victim., 

In certain men, digestion and sex absorb thiivitrfi 
force, and the stronger these are, Sie ind/idual is' 
so much weaker. The more of’these drones peiish. 
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the bettor for the hive. If, Later, they give birth to 
Some^^siiperior''in(lividual, ■\vith force enough to add 
to 4 his animal a new aim, and a complete ai)paratus 
to woi’k it out,, aft the ancestors are gladly foi-gotten. 
Most msn and most women are merely one couple 
more. Now and then, one has a new coll or cama¬ 
rilla opened in his brain,—an architectural, a musical, 
or a philological knack, some stray taste or talent foi- 
flowers, or chemistry, or pigments, or story-telling, a 
good hand for dcawing, a good foot for dancing, an 
athletic frame for wide journeying, etc.—Which skill 
nowise alters rank, in the scale of nature, but serves 
to .pass the time, the life of sensation going on as 
befcft'c. At last, these hints and tendencies are fixed 
in*onc^or in a succession. Each absorbs so much food 
and force, as to become itself a new centre. The new 
talent draws off so rapidly the vital force, that not 
enough remains for the animal fmictions, hardly 
enough for health; so that, in the second generation, 
if the like genius appear, the health is visibly deterio¬ 
rated, and the generative force impaii'ed. 

People are born with the moral or with the ma¬ 
terial biasj—uterine brothers with this diverging 
destination; and I suppose, with high magnifiers, 
Mr. Frauenhoffcr or Dr. Carpenter might come to 
distinguislf in the embryo at the fourth day, this is a 
Whig, and^tha*' a Free-soiler. 

It was a-poetic attempt to lift this mountain of 
Fate, to reconcile this despotism of race with liberty, 
which fin the Hindoos to say, “ Fate is nothing but 
the deeds committeS. in a prior state of existence.” 
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1 find the coincidence of the ej:tremos»of eastern and 
western speciilatfon in the daring statdtaent of Schel* 
ling, “ There is in every man a certain fooling, thaUho 
has been what he is* from all eternity, and by flo* 
moans became sfleh in time.” To say it less siiblimely, 
—in the history of the individual ig alwdys an account 
of his condition, and he knows himself to be a party 
to his present estate. 

A good deal of our politics is physiological. ’Now 
and then, a man of wealth in thejieyday of yoftth 
adoj)ts thc^tenet of broadest freedom. In England, ■ 
tliore is always some man of ivealth and large con¬ 
nection planting himself, during all his yeai's of health, 
on the side of progress, who, as soon as he beginsTo 
die, chocks his foiwvard play, calls in his troope, amd 
becomes conservative. All conservatives ate such 
from personal defects. They have been effeminated 
)>y po,sition or nature, bom halt and blind, through 
luxury of their jiaronts, and caw only, like invalids, act 
on the defensive. But strong fiaturcs, backwoodsmen, 
hiew Hampshire giants, Napoleons, Buikes, Broughams, 
AVebstei’s, Ko.ssuths, are inevitable patriots, until 
their life ebbs, and their defects and gout, palsy and 
money, warp them. 

The strongest idea incarnates itstJf m majoritie.s 
and nations, in ilie ^lealthicst* and strongsst Pr«b- 
•abl}', the election goes by avoirdupois^cight, and,*ir 
you could weigh bodily the tonnage of\ny hundred 
of the Whig and the Democratic party in a town, or 
the Dearborn balance, as they passed the hj*^oales, • 
you could predict rvith certaintj' which party W'ould 
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cany it. Oni tlic wjiole, it ■would bo rather the 
Jljoodiost way*o‘f deciding the vote, to put the select¬ 
man or the mayor and aldermen at the hay-scales. 

' In .science, 'we have to consider two thing.s : power 
and cir(jumstancc. All we know of the egg, from 
3ach succdssi'v'o discovery, Is, another vesicle; and if, 
after five hundred yeai’s, you get a better observer, 
>r a better glas.s, ho fiikfs within the last observed 
ixnother. In vegetable and animal tissue, it is just 
iliice', aTid a,ll Ijiat the primary ])()wer or spa.sm 
:>pi;vates, is, still, vesicles, vesicles. Yc.s/— but the 
tyrannical (.brciimstanco! A vc.sicle in now cir- 
mmstances, a voWclc lodged in darkness, Oken 
Hft/Ught, bccamp animal; in light, a jdant. Lodged 
in, thp parent animal, it suH'ers changes, which 
jnd is_ unsheathing miraculous capability in the nn- 
dtered vesicle, and it unlocks itself to tish, bird, 
ar (piadrupcd, head and foot, eym and claw. Th(! 
[Jircumstanco is Natunp. Nature is, what you may 
lo. There is much Jou may not. We have two 
thing.s,—the circumstance, and the life. Once we 
thought, po.sitive pow'er was all. Now wo learn, 
that negative power, or circum.stauco, is half Nature, 
is the tyrannous circumstance, the thick skull, the 
sheathed snakc^.tho ponderous, rock-like jaw; necessi¬ 
tated activity; violonk,direetion»,. the conditions of a 
tool, like the locomotive, strong enough on its track, but; 
wliich can 6p ig)thing but mischief off of it; or skates, 
which are wungs on the ice, but fetters on the gi'ound. 

Tlhj»A^)Ook ot Nature is the book of Fate. She 
turns the gigantic pages,—leaf after leaf,—never re- 
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turning one. One leaf slie lays (io|m, a floor* of 
granite; then a thousand ages, and a i^pd of slate; 
thousand ages, and d measure of coal; a thoiTsand 
ages, and a layer of marl and mud : vegetable forms" 
appear; her fir^ misshapen animals, #ooi)hyto, trilo- 
biiim, fi.sh; then, saurian.s,«—rftde forms,, in"which she 
has only Idocked her future statue, concealing under 
tliose unwieldy monsters t}tb.fino type of her coming 
king. The face of the planet cools and dries^ the 

races meliorate, and man is horn. But w^hen a* rice 

> . • 

has lived i(g term, it comes no more again. 

The population of the w’orld is a conditional popu¬ 
lation ; not the best, hut the heSt that could live 
now ; and the scale of tribes, .and the steadiness (j’Sh 
which victory adheres to one tribe, and defeat ^o 
another, is as uniform as the superposition of strata. 
Wo know in history what weight belongs to race. 
Wc see the English, French, and (Germans planting 
themselves on every shore and market of America and 
Australia, and monopolising the commerce of these 
countries. We like the neryBus and victorious habit 
of our own branch of the famil3'. We follow the step 
of the Jew, of the Indian, of the Negro. Wc see how 
mifth w'ill has been exp(!ndcd to extinguish the Jew, 
in vain. Look at the uni)alatable conclusiflns of Knox, 
in his “ Fragment «f liicos,”—a rash and unsatisfactory 
^vriter, but charged with pungent and unforgetable 
truths. “Natui'e respects race, and hybrids.’’ 

“ Every race has its owm ImhHat.” “ Detach a cofony, 
from the race, and it deteriorates to the cra]^/^ See 
the shades of the jneture. The. German and Iri.sh 
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ilitlions, like J.he Negro, fiave a great deal of guano 
n their destiijy. They are ferried .over the Atlantic, 
md •carted over America, to ditch and to drudge, to 
*ake com cheap, and then to. lie down prematurely 
,0 make a spcA of green grass on tho,prairie. 

One m«re. faggot of these adamantine bandages is 
he new science of Statistics. It is a rule, that the 
nost casual and extraordinary events—^if the basis of 
jopulation is broad enough—become matter of fixed 
saicwlation. It avould not be safe to say when a 
ia^tiiin like "Bonaparte, a singer like Jenny Lind, or a 
lavigator like Bowditch, would bo bom in Boston: 
)ut, on a population of twenty or two hundred 
Ilillions, something like accuracy may be had.' 

’Tis frivolous to fix pedantically the date of 
)articular inventions. They have all boon invented 
>ver and over fifty times. Man is the ai’ch machine, 
)f which all these shifts drawn from himself are toy 
nodels. He helps himself on each emergency by 
lopying or duplicating his own structure, just so far 
is the need is. ’Tis Ifard to find the right Homer, 
Zoroaster, or Menu; harder still to find the Tubal 
Iain, or Vulcan, or Cadmus, or Copernicus, or Fust, 
)r Fulton, the indisputable inventor. There %re 
;corcs and •centuries of them. “ The air is full of 
nen.” This kind of talent so ahouiids. this construc- 

- ^ “ Everytliiuff which pcrtaiihs to the human species, coiisideredr 
,s a whole, ifeji^^s to the order of physical facts. The greater 
ho liiiniber of individuals, the more does the influence of the 
ndivi^ual will disappear, leaving prcdoniiuanco to a series of 
;enerall!^ta dependent on causes by which society exists, and 
3 preserved.”— yuETEiiB'r. 
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tive tool-making efficiency,' as if it adhered to tno 
ehcraic atoms, as if the air ho lireathes^,wero made of 
Vancansons, Franklins, and Watts. 

Doubtless, in every, million there will be an astro¬ 
nomer, a mathonjatician, a comic poet, s mystic. No 
one can read the history of a.s5ronomy, witho'ut per¬ 
ceiving that Copernicus, Newton, LAplacc, are not new 
men, or a new kind of men;. ,])ut that Tlialos, Anaxi¬ 
menes, Hipparchus, Empedocles, Aristarchus, Pytha¬ 
goras, (Enopidos, had anticipated them; each had tjie 
same teu§o geometrical brain, apt for the same vigorous 
computation and logic, a mind parallel to the move¬ 
ment of the world. The Homan mile probably rested 
on a measure of a degree of the meridian. MahometM 
and Chinese know w'hat we know of ffiap-year, of Ihe 
Gregorian calend,ar, and of the precession of the 
equinoxes. As in every barrel of cowries brodght to 
Now Bedford there shall bo one orgamia, so there 
will, in a dozen millions of Malays and Mahometans, 
bo one or two astronomical sl^lls. In a large city, 
the most casual things, and things whoso beauty lies in 
their casuality, are produced as pnnctuallyand to order 
as the baker’s muffin for breakfast. Punch makes 
oxSolly one capital joke a wmek; and the journals 
contrive to furnish one good piece of news every day. 

And not less ,wwk the laws of repression, the 
penalties of violated functions. Famine, typhifs, 
frost, war, suicide, and effete races, must 1* reckoned 
calculable parts of the system of the worla. 

These are pebbles from the mountain, hintf,^ the 
terms by which our hfe is walled up, and which show 
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rf kind of mechanical exactness, as of a loom or mill, 
in what wo cq^l casuafor fortuitous .events. 

Hho foi’ce with which we resist these torrents of 
tendency looks so ridiculously inadequate, that it 
amounts to litJtlc more than a ciiticism or a protest 
mado by ta jninority uf one, under compulsion of 
million.s. I seemed, in the height of a tempest, to 
sec men oveihoaid struggling in the waves, and 
driven about hero and there. They glanced intolH- 
gclitly at each other, hut ’twas little they could do for 
one another; ’twas much if each could keep afloat 
alone. Well, they had a right to their eyebeams, 
and all the rest was Fate. 

■ We cannot friilo with this reality, this cropping- 
out in''bur planted gardens of the core of the world. 
No picture of life can have any veracity that does 
not admit the odious facts. A man’s power is hooped 
in by a neccs.sity, which, by many experiments, he 
touehes on every side, ^mtil he learns its ai'c. 

The element running*tlirough entire nature, which 
we pnpidarly call Fate, is known to us as limitation. 
Whatever limits us, we call Fate. If wo arc brute 
and barbarous, the fate takes a brute and dreadful 
shape.'; As «vo retiuc, our checks become finer. If 
we rise to spiritual culture, thq antagonism takes a 
spiritual form. In the Hindoo fables, Vishnu follows 
Maya throirri^Il her ascending changes, from insect 
and •crawfisu up to cleidiant; whatever form she 
took,^iJjg took the male form of that kind, until 
she becalne at ia.st woman and goddess, and he a 



FATE. 


J7 


man and a god. I'Jio limitations rcino as the soul 
purifies, hut the'ring of necessity is always perched 
at the top. 

When the gods in'tho Norse heaven were nnarae 
to hind the FoiTris AV'olf with.stccl or with weiorht of 
mountains, — the one ho "snapped, and'the other he 
spumed with his heel,—they put round his foot a 
limp band softer than silk or cobweb, and this held 
tiim : the more he spurned it, the stifler it dre^v^ So 
ioft and so standi is the ring oi Fate. Noisier 
nandy, ndr nectar, nor sulphuric ether, nor hell-fire, 
aor ichor, nor poetry, nor genius,^can get rid of this 
imp band. For if wc give it the high sense in which 
die poets use it, oven thought itself is*not above Faffl ; 
jhat too must act according to eternal laws, «icl all 
diat is wilful and fantastic in it is in opposition to 
its fimdamentid essence. 

And, last of all, high over thought, in the world 
d morals, Fato appears as landicator, levelling the 
aigh, lifting the low, requiring justice in man, and 
dways striking soon or late, when justice is not 
lone. What is 'useful will last; what is hurtful will 
iink. “The do(w must suiTor,” said the Greeks: 
‘you would soothe a D('ity not to be soothed.” 
‘God himself cannot iirocurc good far the wicked,” 
iaid the AVclsh triaft “God«may consent^ Imt osly 
"or a time,” said the hal’d of Spain. ,Tho limitation 
s impassable by any insight of man. •IS its last 
oftiest ascensions, insight itself, and the free^ra df 
he will, is one of its obedient moJabers. ’luut we' 
nust not run into generalisations too largo, but show 
VOL. V. 
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ihe natural boiftids or essential distinctions, and seek 
*0 do, justice td the otlier elements aS well. 

' Thus we trace .Fate, in matter, mind, and morals, 
—in ra(^, in retardations of strata, 'And in thought 
ind charac'tei' as well. It’is everywhere bound or 
limitation. But Fate has its lord; limitation its 
imits; is different seen from above and from below; 
:rora Vi thill and from without. For, though Fate is 
mfceuse, so is jicver, which is the other fact in the 
luai world, immense. If Fate follows and limits 
[lower, power attends and antagonises Fate. We 
nn.st respect Fate as natural histoiy, but there is 
iloro than natural histoiy. For who and what is this 
iFticism that pries into the matter? Man is not 
irder of nature, sack and sack, belly and members, 
ink in a chain, nor any ignominious baggage, but a 
stupendous antagonism, a dragging together of the 
[)olcs of the Universe. Ho betrays his relation to 
ivhat is below him,—thick-skulled, small-brained, 
Sshy, quadruraanous,—quadruped jll-disguised, hardly 
jscaped into biped, and has paid for the new powers 
!iy loss of sonic of the old ones. But the lightning 
ivliich explodes and fashions planets, maker of planets 
iiid suns, is inrhim. On one side, elemental order, 
iaadstoiic cand granite^ rock-ledgts," peat-bog, forest, 
>ea and shore ^ and, on the other part, thought, the 
qiirij; whichftciinposes and decomposes nature,—^liero 
iiey^arc, side by side, god and devil, mind and 
natte^ddng am?.- conspirator, belt and sji^m, riding 
leacefully together in the eyo.and brain of every man. 
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Nor call lie blink tlie freewill, ffo hazard the 
contradiction,—fl-eedom is necessar3^ If you yleaso 
to plant yourself on the side of Fate, and .saj', F<ato 
is all; then we say, a part of Fata is J.ho freedom of 
man. For cvef wells up the knpiilse of choosing and 
acting in the soul. Inteirect aninUs Fate. So far as 
a man thinks, he is free. 7 \nd though nothing is 
more disgusting than the crowing about liberty by 
slaves), as most men arc, and the flij^ant inistaldng ^or 
freedom of some paper preamble like a ‘‘Declaration 
of Independence,” or the statute right to vote, by those 
who have never dared to think or to act, 3’et it is 

wholesome to man to look not at Fate, but the other 

• 

way; the practical view is the otlior. Ilis soupd 
relation to these facts is to use and command, r»t 
to cringe to them. “Look not 011 nature, for her 
name is f.atal,” said the oracle. The too much con¬ 
templation of these limits induces meanness. They' 
who talk much of destiny, thek birth-star, etc., are in 
a lower dangerous plane, and invite the evils they 
fear. 

T cited the instinctii i! and hemio races as proud 
believers in Dc.stiny. I'hey consjiirc with it; a 
loving resignation is with the event. But the dogma 
makes a dilTerent impression, when it* is held by the 
weak and lazy. *’Ths weak a*d vicious j^ople who 
cast tlio blame on Fate. Thn.-right,it.sc of Fate is to 
bring up our conduct to the loftiness of nature. 
Rude and invincible except by themselves ar^ th6 
elements. So let man bo. Let ■ium ernpty his 
breast of his windy conceits, and show his lordsliip by 
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manners and d<fods on the scale of nature. Let him 
hold his purpose as with the tug of gravitation. No 
power, no persuasion, no bribe, shall make him give 
up his point. A man ought to compare advantage¬ 
ously with a river, an oak, or a mountain. He shall 
have not less the flow, the 'exi)an.sion, and the resist¬ 
ance of these. 

’Tis the best use of I'ate to teach a fatal courage. 
Go face the fire at sea, or the cholera in your friend’s 
house, or tho burglar in your own, or what danger 
lies'in the way of duty, knowing you are guarded by 
the cherubim of Destiny. If you believe in Fate to 
your harm, believe it, at least, for your good. 

“"For, if Fate i« so prevailing, man also is part of it, 
and ca‘i confront fate with fate. If the Universe have 
these savage accidents, our atoms are as savage in 
resistance. We should bo crushed by tho atmosphere, 
but for tho reaction of the air within the body. A 
tube made of a film of glass c.an resist the shock of 
the ocean, if filled with'the same water. If there bo 
omnipotence in tho stroke, there is omnipotence of 
recoil. 

1 . But Fato against Fate is only panying and 
defence: there arc, also, tho noble creative forces. 
The revelation of Thought takes man out of servitude 
into frcedoni. We rightly say rtf’ ourselves, we were 
bom, and afterward we were born again, and many 
times?. We<i'a/ 7 e successive experiences so important, 
that ^e new foigcts the old, and hence the mythology 
of the sdven or the nine heavens. The day of days, 
the great day of the feast of life, is that in which the 
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inward eye opens to the Unitj^in thirds, to the omni¬ 
presence of law':—sges that what is' must be, and 
ought to bo, or is the best. This beatitude dips fjom 
on liigh doATO on us, and we see. Jt js not in us *so 
much as we are* in it. If thy air come to^omr lungs, 
we breathe and live ; if not, wo. die. If the light 
come to our eyes, wo scc^ else not. And, if truth 
come to our mind, wo suddenly expand to its dimen¬ 
sions, as if we grew to worlds. We are as lawgivys; 
wo speak^or Nature; w'e prophesysind divine. 

Tliis in’sight tliroAvs us on the party and interest 
of the Universe, against all and sundry; against our¬ 
selves, as much as otliers. A man speaking from 
insight affirms of himself Avhat is true of the nffijd: 
seeing its immortality, he says, I am imniortat; sfle- 
iug its invincibility, he says, I am strong. It is not 
in us, but wo arc in it. It is of the maker, not of 
what is made. All things arc touched and changed 
by it. This uses, and is not uBcd. It distances those 
who .share it from those av^io sh.aro it not. Those 
Avho share it not avo flocks and herds. It d.atcs from 
itself;—not from former men or better men,—gospel, 
o;^ constitution, or college, or custom. AVlicrc it 
.shines. Nature is no longer intrusive, bjit all things 
make a musical or pictorial impression. The world 
of men show like aTomedy Avithout laughter:—popu¬ 
lations, interests, goA'ornmont, history ;-j’tis all foy 
figures in a toy house. It docs not»o^rvaluc. par¬ 
ticular truths. We hear eagerly every thougly-, an 8 
word (quoted from an intellectual m*n. But, in his' 
presence, our own mind is roused to activity, and we 
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forget very fas^' what fce says, much more interested 
fn the new play of our own thought, than in any 
thought of his. ’Tis the majesty into w’hieh we have 
suddenly mounted, the impei’sonahty, the scorn of 
egotisms^ the sphere of laws, that engage us. Once 
we were stepping a little this way, and a little that 
way; now, we are as mep in a balloon, and do not 
think so much of the jioint wo have loft, or the i)oint wo 
woid^ make, as of the liberty and glory of the way. 

Just as much ilitcllect as you add, so miieh organic 
power. He who sees through the design, jjre.sidcs 
over it, and must will that which must bo. We sit 
and rule, and, though wo sleep, our dreams will come 
t(^)hss. Our thought, though it were only an hour 
oM, ahlrms an oldest necessity, not to be separated 
from thought, and not to bo separated from will. 
They must always have coexisted. It apprises us of 
its sovorcigut}' and godhead, which refuse to be severed 
from it. It is not nihio or thine, but the will of all 
mind. It is j)ouri'd inb) the souls of all men, as the 
soul itself which constitutes them -men. I know not 
whether there bo, as is alleged, in the upper I’egion 
of our atmosphere, a permanomt ucstcrly currept, 
which carriqs with it all atoms which rise to that 
height, but I tJee, that when souls reach a certain 
cl(!arness ftf perception", they accept a knowledge and 
motive abq-v^solllshness. A breath of will blows- 
etcrBally throifo-h the universe of souls in the dircc- 
t‘ion the Right and Nocessarj\ It is the air which 
all intellects infialc and exhale, and it is the wind 
which blows the worlds into order and orbit. 



I.] tATB. 83 

• « 

Thought dissolves the mat#rial uriiverso, by carrj’- 
ing the mind up into a sphere wherh all is plastioi 
Of two men, each obeying his own thought, he whoso 
thought is deepest will be the strongest chariictSr. 
Always one naRin more than^«another represents the 
will of Di\'ino Providence to the period! 

2. If thought makes free, so does the moral senti¬ 
ment. The mixtures of .spiritual chemistry refuse to 
be analysed. Yet we can see that with the pSrcjep- 
tion of truth is joined the desire that it shall pre\*iil. 
That affection is essential to will. Moreover, whsn a 
strong will appears, it u.sually results from a certain 
unity of organisation, as if the whole energy of body 
and mind flowed in one direction. AH great forej'i.s 
real and elemental. There is no manufacturing s^itrofig 
will. There must be a pound to balance a. pound. 
Where power is shown in ivill, it must rest on the 
universal force. Alaric and llonaj)arte must believe 
they rest on a truth, or theii will can be bought or 
bent. There is a bribe poj.sible for any finite will. 
Ihit the pu7‘c sympathy with universal ends is an 
infinite force, and cannot be bribed or bent. Who¬ 
ever has had cxjjoricnce of the moral sentiment 
cannot choose*but believe in unlimited jjower. Each 
pulse from that heart is an oath from«the Most High. 
I know not what tHb word sxMvim moans, if it be not 
the intimations in this infant of a tern’fjp force. * A 
text of heroism, a name and an,ecdote»o^ courage, are 
not arguments, but sallies of freedom. One o^ theJc 
is the verso of the Persian Uafis, “’TSs written on the 
gate of Heaven, ‘ Woe unto him who suffers himself to 
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bo betrayed ]m Fate !’<” Does the reading of historj' 
make us fatidiks t What courage does not the oppo¬ 
site opinion show ! A little whim of will to be free 
gfallautly coutciiding against the universe of chemistry. 

But insight is not will, nor is aflefction will. Per¬ 
ception is cold, and goodness dies in wishes; as Vol¬ 
taire said, ’tis the misfortune of worthy people that 
they are cowards; “ un des jjliis grands malheiirs dcs 
hogricies gens e’est qu’ils sont dcs laches.” There must be 
a fusion of these-^wo to generate the energy of will. 
There can be no driving force, except throngh the con¬ 
version of the man into his will, making him the will, 
and the will him. And one may say boldly, that no 
tffjin has a right perception of any truth, who has not 
l>oen loacted on by it, so as to be ready to be its martyj-. 

Thq one serious and formid.ablo thing in nature 
is a will. Society is servile from want of will, and 
therefore th6" w6ild wants saviours and religions. 
One way is right to go: the hero secs it, and moves 
on that aim, and has t^je world under him for root 
and support. lie is to others as the world, llis 
xpprobation is honour; his dissent, infamy. The 
glance of his eye has the force of sunbeams. _,A 
personal influence towers up in uicmor5f only worthy, 
md we gladly'forget numbers, money, climate, gravi¬ 
tation, an4 the rest of Fate. 

t. 

\Ve can feiletrd to fdlow the limitation, if we know 
it is^the meter of the growing man. We stand 
igain.s\‘ Fate, ast'childrcn stand up against the wall in 
their father’s house, and notch their height from year 
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to year. But when the bo^ gi-ows.to man, amf is 
master of the house, he pulls dowm that wall, ap^l- 
builds a new and bigger. ’Tis only a questiop ot 
time. Every brave ‘youth is in training to ridn ancJ 
rule this dragoa His science is to mah^ weapons 
and wings of these "passions a§d'TftaTfttHg 'forces.'' 
Notv” v^cthcr, "seeing these two things, fate and 
power, wo are permitted*tb believe in unity? The 
bulk of mankind believe in two gods. Th«y are 
under one dominion hero in the Ijsaisc, as friehdrand 
parent, in social circles, in letters, in art, in lo-^e, ia 
religion: but in mcchaiiic.s, in dealing with steam 
and climate, in trade, in politics, they think they 
come under another; and that it wqnld be a pr»dVical 
blunder to transfer the method and way of^'orlyng 
of one sphere into the other. What gooc^ honest, 
generous men at home, will be wolves and foxes on 
’(lliange ! What pious men in the parlour will vote 
for what reprobates at the p#lls ! To a certain point, 
they believe themselves thh care of a Providence. 
But, in a steamjioat, in an epidemic, in war, they 
believe a malignant energy rules. 

But relation and connection are not somewhere 
and sometimes, but everywhere and sdways. The 
ilivine order does not stop where Ahcir sight stops. 
The friendly jjov^r works »n the same,ndos, ip the 
next farm, and the next planet. But, where -they 
have not experience, they run agiiii*«t it, and hurt 
themselves. Fate, then, is a name for facts not •yet 
passed under the lire of thought ^for caiiscs whieh 
are unpenctrated. 
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But every jet of chp.os which threatens to exter¬ 
minate us, is convertible by intellect'into wholesome 
force. Bate is unpenetrated causes. The water 
Mrowhs ship and jailor, like a grain of dust. But 
leam to ^wim, trim your bark, and the wave which 
di'owncd it, will be plovcn by it, and carry it, hke its 
own foam, a pliuno and a power. The cold is incon¬ 
siderate of persons, tingles your blood, freezes a man 
like a‘dow-drop. But loam to skate, and the ice will 
give you a graceful, sweet, and poetic motion. The 
cold..will brace your limbs and brain to genius, and 
make you foremost men of time. Cold and sea will 
train an imperiiil Saxon race, which nature cannot 
bear to lose, and, after cooping it up for a thousand 
3 ^cars in. yonder England, gives a hundred Englands, 
a hundred Mexicos. All the bloods it .shall absoib 
and domineer: and more than Mexicos,—the secrets 
of water and steam, the spasms of electricity, the duc¬ 
tility of metals, the chariot of the air, the ruddered 
balloon are awaiting jmii. 

The annual slaughter from typhus far exceeds that 
of war; but right drainage destroys typhus. The 
plague in the sea-scrvicc from scurvy is healed by 
lemon juice and other diets portable or procurable : 
the depopulation, by cholera and smallpox is ended 
by (3rainago«aud vaccination; and ‘every other pest is 
not'less in the chain of cause and effect, and may be 
fought off. whilst art draws out the venom, it 

commonly extorts .some benefit from the vanquished 
enemy. ‘The mi.sf(hiovous torrent is taught to dmdge 
for man ; the wild beasts he makes useful for food. 
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or dress, or kltour; the chcBiic exi^losions are con¬ 
trolled like his Vatch. These are now the steeds oh 
wliich he rides. Man moves in all modes, by legs of 
horses, by wings of wind, by steam,.by gas of balloons, 
by electricity, * and stands on tiptoe threatening to 
hunt the eagle in his own element. There’s nothing 
he will not make his carrier. 

Steam was, till the othei* day, the devil which wc 
dreaded. Every pot made by any human politer or 
brazier had a hole in its cover, to Jet off the en^y, 
lest he should lift pot and roof, and carry the himso 
away. But the Marquis of Worcc.stcr, Watt, and 
Fulton, bethought themselves, that, where ■was poiver, 
was not devil, but was God ; that ik must be availed 
of, and not by any means let off and wasted. ^ Co«ld 
he lift pots and roofs and houses .so handily^ he was 
the workman they were in search of. He could be 
used to lift away, cliain, and compel other devils, fai 
more reluctant and d.angcronv, namely, culiic miles of 
earth, nionntain.s, weight ^or resistance of water, 
machinciy, and the labours of all men in the world ; 
and time he .shall lengthen, and shorten space. 

it has not fared much otherwise with higher kinds 
of ste.am. The opinion of the million was the terror 
of the world, and it was attcmjitcd, either to dissipate 
it, by amusing nations, or to pile it ovewwith sti-ata 
of society,—a layer of soldiers; over tl^at, a layer of 
lords ; and a king on the top ; with Hlaaips and.hoops 
of castles, garrisons, and police. But, sometimes, the 
religious principle would got in, ani burst the hoops, 
and live every mountain laid on toji of it. The Ful- 
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tons and Watts of poetics, believing in unity, saw 
l^at it was a power, and, by satisfying it (as justice 
satisfies everybody), througli a different disposition 
■of'-sotioty,—grouping it on a level, instead of piling it 
into a mquntairi,—they have contiivcd to make of this 
terror the niost? harinless and energetic form of a State. 

Very odious, I confess, arc the lessons of Fate. 
Who likes to have a da])pcr phrenologist pronouncing 
on his fortunes t Who likes to believe that he has 
liidden in his skul), spine, and pelvis, all the vices of 
a S!),xon or Celtic race, which will be sure to inill lu’in 
down,—with what grandeur of hope and re.solvc he 
is fired,—into a sc'lffsh, huckstering, servile, dodging 
aniliyil 1 A learned jihysician tolls us, the fact is in- 
vayiablo with the Neapolitan, that, when mature, he 
assumes the forms of the unmi.stakable scoundrel. 
That is a little overstated,—but m.ay pass. 

But these are magazines and arsenals. A man 
must thank his defects,, and stand in some terror of 
Ids talents. A transceildent talent draws so largol 3 ^ 
m his forccjs, as to lame him; a^ defect pays him 
revenues on the other side.. The sufferance, which is 
die badge of the Jew, has made him, in tliese days, 
die ruler of the rulers of the earth. If Fate is ore 
ind quarry, if eyil is good in the making, if limitation 
s ppwer that shall be, ca]amitic.5,‘ oppositions, and 
iveights are wings and moans,—we arc reconciled. 

Fate invob'cg the melioration. No statement of 
;be Universe can have any soundness which docs 
lot admit its asc^jjading effort. The direction of the 

lo lionnflf on/1 in i»i'/%_ 
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portion to tbo hcaltli. u^hind nyery individual 
closes organisation: before him opens liberty,—fhf 
Better, the Best. TIio first and worst races are*(^ad. 
The second and imptirfect races are dying out. Or re¬ 
main for the laaturing of hi^er. In the lf^^;est race, 
in man, every generosity, every new Jjerception, the 
love and praise ho extorts from his fellows, are certifi¬ 
cates of advance out of fafe "into freedom. Liberation 
of the will from the sheaths and clogs of organisation 
which ho has outgrown, is the end and aim of 4;his 
world. lilvery calamity is a spur and valuable lynt; 
and where his endeavours do not yet fully avail, they 
tell as tendency. The whole circle of animal life,— 
tooth against tooth,—devouring waj, war for footl-, a 
yelp of ])ain and a grunt of triuraj)h, until, at Jast, Jlio 
whole menagerie, the whole chemical mass is mellowed 
and refined for higher use,—pleases at a sufficient 
perspective. 

Blit to see how fate sliles into freedom, and 
freedom into fate, observe hoV far the roots of every 
creature run, or fipd, if you can, a point where there 
is no thread of connection. Our life is consentaneous 


and far-related. This knot of nature is so well tied, 
tiiat nobody was ever cunning enough to find the 
two ends. Natimc is intricate, o)j;crlappcd, inter- 
weaved, and endtBss. Christopher Wrei^said of, the 
beautiful King’s College chapel, “that, if anybody 
would tell him where to lay the firsts stone, he would 
build such another.” But where shall we find the 
first atom in this house of man, whjch is all consent, 
inosculation, and balance of parts 1 
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The web of velation-is shown in luibi/al, shown in 
hybernation. 'When hybernation was observed, it 
was. found, tliat, whilst some animals became toipid 
ill winter, others were torpid iii snmmer; hyberna¬ 
tion, then, was a false name. The hi'nlj sleep is not an 
iffect of cold, but ifS regulated by the su^iply of food 
)ropor to the animal. It becomes torpid ivhen the 
'ruit or prey it lives on is not in season, and regains 
ts activity when its food is ready. 

Eyes are found in light; cars in auricular air; 
ieeton laud; fins in water ; wings in air; and each 
ireature Avhere it was meant to bo, with a mutual 
fitness. Every zone has its own Ftiutui. There is 
idjuotment between the animal and its food, its 
aarasit'’, its enemy. Balances are kept. It is not 
dlowed to diminish in numbers, nor to exceed. The 
like adjustments exist for man. His food is cooked, 
when he arrives; his coal in the pit; the house 
ventilated; the mud oil the deluge dried; his com¬ 
panions anived at the same hour, and awaiting him 
with love, concert, laughter, and tears. These are 
joarse adjustments, but the invisible are not less. 
There are more belongings to every creature than his 
air and his food. His instincts must be met, and 
he has predisposing power that bends and fits what 
is near himi,.to his use. .He is not ‘possible until the 
imdsible things are right for him, as well as the 
visible. Of what changes, then, in sky and earth, 
and in finer skies and earths, does the appearance of 
some Dante or Cplumbus apprise us! 

How is this efiected? Nature is no spendthrift, 
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l)ut takes the shortest way to her ^ends. As the 
general says to his soldiers, “ if yon want a ^fort^i 
build a fort,” so nature makes every creature do.its 
own work and get its'living,—is it.jdanct, animal, er 
trea The ])ltftiet makes it^lf. The ^ijnal cell 
makes itseKthen, what it wantg. Uvery creature, 
—wren or dragon,—shall make its own lair. As 
soon as there is life, there is self-direction, and 
absorbing and using of material. Life is freed<Jm^' 
life in the direct ratio of its amount. You maj^be 
sure the new-born man is not inert. Life works' 
both voluntarily and supernatural^ in its neighbour¬ 
hood. Do you suppose he can be estimated by his 
weight in pounds, or, that he is tt)ntained i» Tiis 
skin,—this reaching, radiating, jaculating fellow? 
The smallest candle fills a mile with its rpys, and 
the papillio of a man run out to every star. 

AVhen there is something to be done, the world 
knows how to get it done. Uie vegetable eye makes 
leaf, pericarp, root, bark. Of *thom, as the need is; 
the first cell converts itself into stomach, mouth, nose, 
or nail, according to the want; the world throws 
its life into a hero or a shepherd; and puts him 
where he is wanted. Dante and Columbus were 

t 

Italians, in their time: they would to Eussians or 
Americans to-da^ Things •lipen, now men come. 

I The adaptation is not capricious. The ylterior aim, 
the pxrrpose beyond itself, the correlatien by which 
planets subside and cr 3 rstallise, then animate beasts 
and men, will not stop, but will*work into finer 
particulars, and from finer to finest. 
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The secret oi the t^jorld is, the tie between person 
^hd event. I^rson makes event, and event person. 
The “ times,” “ the age,” what is that, but a few pro- 
fcuild persons and a few active Iversons who epito¬ 
mise the times 1 —GoeUie, Hegel, Mctftcrnich, Adams, 
Calhoun, Cuijsot, Peel, Cobden, Kossuth, .Rothschild, 
Astor, Brunei, and the rest. The same fitness must 
be presumed between a than and the time and event, 
.as between the sexes, or between a race of animals 
and the food it .^cats, or the inferior races it uses. 
..Ho-thiiiks his fate alien, because the copula is hidden. 
But the soul contains the event that shall befall it, 
for the event is only the actualisation of its thoughts ; 
and...what wo pray to ourselves for is always granted. 
The 6'mnt is the jirint of your form. It fits you 
like your sldn. What each does is proper to him. 
Events are the children of his body and mind. Wo 
learn that the soul of Fate is the soul of us, as Hafiz 
sings, 

“ Alas ! till now I had not known, 

My guide and forlane’s guide arc one.” 

All the toys that infatuate men, and which they 
play for,—houses, land, money, luxury, power, fame, 
are the selfsame thing, with a new gauze or two of 
illusion overlaid. And of all the drums and rattles 
bye which men are made willing tb have their heads 
broke, and^are led out solemnly every morning to 
paratje,—the. most admirable is this by which we are 
brought to believe that events are arbitraiy, and 
independent of actions. At the conjuror’s, we detect 
the hair by which he moves .his puppet, but we have 
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not eyes sharp cnougli to descry tJio thread that ties 
cause luid cft’ect. 

Nature magically suits the man to his fortunes, hy 
making these the fruit of his character.^ Ducks tak^ 
to the wator, cables to the sljj^, waders t(^ the sea- 
margin, liuntcrs to the forest, clcj'ks to counting- 
rooms, stihlicrs to the frontier. Thus events grow 
on the same stem with persons ; are sub-persons. 
The pleasure of life is according to the man tlu^ 
lives it, am^ not according to tlui wwk or the place. 
Life is an oc.stasy. 'Wc know wh.at madness belongs 
to love,—what power to jcxint a vijo object in hues 
of heaven. As insane persons arc iiidilibrent to then' 
dro.ss, diet, and other accommodation.s,.and as wo^p 
in drcaui.s, with equanimity, the most al)surd aetS, so» 
.'I, drop more of wine in our cup of life will roconcilo 
us to strange comp.my ami work. Each creature 
[lilts forth from itself it.s own condition and sphere, 
as the slug sweats out its slim^ liou.se on the poar- 
Ic.af, and the woolly ajihides ,on tho apple perspire 
their own bed, and tho fish its shell. In youth, we 
cloUio ourselves with juinhows, and go as bravo as 
tho^odiac. In age, wc put out another sort of per- 
‘ipiratlon,—gout, fever, rheumatism, caprice, doubt, 
fi'ctting, and avarice. 

A man’s fortunes' are the fniit of his i^iaractei*. 
A man’s fiiends are his- magnetisms. Vo go to 
Herodotus and Plutarch for examples <Df ■ Fate ; but 
wo are examples. “Qiiisque s^mspat'mmr manes.” The 
tendency of every man to enact all 4hat is in his 
constitution is expressed in the old belief, that tho 
VOL. V. D 
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j'Uoiis wliicti «'o make to esea.]JO fiom our destiii}' 
only serve to lead us into it; and I have noticed, a 
iitan likes better to be complimented on Ids position, 
‘as the proof of -the last or total excellence, than on 
his monies. 

A man will sec his character emitted in the evesnts 
that seem to meet, but which exude from an<l accom¬ 
pany him. Events expand with the character. As 
vnee he found himself among toys, so now ho plays 
:( part in colossi*! systems, and his growth is declared 
in. his ambition, his companions, and his performance. 
He looks like a piece of luck, but is a piece of causa 
tion;—the mosaic, anguhited and ground to fit into 
tlio gap ho Ms. Hence in each town there is some 
•mint* who is, in his brain and performance, an ex¬ 
planation of the tillage, production, factories, banks, 
churches, ways of living, and society, of that town. 
If you do not chance to meet him, all that you see 
will leave you a little* puzzled ; if you see him, it will 
become ]ilain. Wo kppw in Massachusetts who built 
New Bradford, who built Lynn, Lowell, Lawrence, 
Clinton, Fitchburg, Holyoke, Portland, and many 
another noisy m.art. Each of these men, if they yvere 
transparent, would seem to you not so much men, as 
walking citi#.s, and, wherever you put them, they 
would bsild one. 

History is the aetion and reaction of these two,-^- 
Na4ure and Thought;—two boys pushing each other 
on the curb-stone of the pavement. Everything is 
pusher or pushed: and matter and mind are in per¬ 
petual tilt and balance, so. Whilst the man is weak, 



(he eai'lli takes up him. He plants liis brain and 
adeetions. By and by he will take up the earth, pd 
liavo his gardens and vineyards in the beautiful order 
and productiveness of his thought Kver^ solid in the' 
universe is rcady*to beconio fluid on the apjreach of 
the mind, and the power to flux it is the measure of 
the mind. If the w^ill remain adamant, it accuses the 
want of thoilght. ■ To a subtler force it will stream 
into new forms, expressive of the character of *th> 
mind. Wh|it is the city in which we sit here bul; 
an aggregate of incongruous materials, which haw 
obeyed the will of some iiiani Jhe granite was 
reluctant, but hi,s hands were stronger, and it came. 
Iron was deep in the ground, and well oombined wfth 
it,one; but could not liide from his fires. Wbod,' 
lime, stuffs, fruits, gums, were dispersed over the,oartli 
and sea, in vain. Hero they arc, within reach of 
livery man’s ilay-lahour,—what he wants of them. 
The whole world is the Hnx of itiattcr over the wires 
of thought to the iiolcs or poiuli? whore it would build. 
T'he races of men rise out of tlie groimd preoccupied 
■with a thought which rules them, and divided into 
pai'ljes ready armed and angry to fight for this meta¬ 
physical abstraction. The quality of the thought dif¬ 
ferences the Egyptian and the Roman, *he Austrian 
and the American, ^he men who come on iSie stagfl 
u* one period are all found to bo relate^ to each’ 
other. Certain ideas are in the air. *We are ell 
impressionable, for we are made of them; all impres¬ 
sionable, but some more than others, tmd these first 
express them. This explains the curious coutempo- 
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^aneousness of inventions and discoveries. Tlic trutli 
is in the air, and tho most impres.sionahle brain will 
announce it first, but all will announce it a few 
minutes later. 'So women, as most susceptible, are 
the b»st index of the coming hour. So tho great 
man, that is, the man most imbued with the spirit, 
of tho time, is the impressionable man,— of a fibi e 
irritable and delicate, like iodine to light. He 
•feels tho infinitesimal attractions. His mind is 
fighter than others, because he yi(dds to a current 
so feeble as can bo felt only by a needle dclicatel}- 
poised. 

The correlation is shown in defects. Mijller, in 
his Essay on »Architecture, taught that the building 
'Which was fitted accurately to answer its end would 
turn out to be beautiful, though beauty had not been 
intended. I find the like unity in hunmn .structures 
rather virulent and pervasive; that a criidity in the 
blood will ai) 2 iear irr the argument; a hump in tho 
shoulder will ajapear ,iu the speech .and handiwork. 
If his mind could be seen, the hump would bo seen. 
If a man has a seesaw in his voice, it will run into 
his sentences, into his poem, into tho structure oi his 
fable, into his speculation, into his charity. And, as 
every man is hunted by his own daemon, vexed by his 
bwn disOase, this checks all his activity. 

So each man, like each plant, has his parasites. A 
8t»ong, astrifligont, bilious nature has more truculent 
enemies than tho slugs and moths that fret my leaves. 
Such an onechas curculios, borers, knife-worms; a 
swindler ate him first, then a' client, then a quack. 
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then smooth, plausible gentlemen, bitter and selfish as 
Moloch. 

This correlation really existing can be divined. If 
(he threads are there, thought can follow and show' 
them. Especial!/ when a soul/is quick and docile; 
as Chaucer sings, 

“Or if tlie soul of i>roper kind 
Be so perfect as iiicii find, 

That it wot what i.s to come. 

Anil tliat lie warneth ail and s^mo 
®f every of tlicir aventures. 

By previsioiw or figures; 

But tliat our flesh hath not might 

It 1o uuilerstand aright 

For it is warned too darkly.”— 

Some itcopic are made up of rhyme, coincidence, omen,* 
jieriodicity, and presage : they meet the persop they 
.seek; what their companion prepares to say to them, 
they liist say to him; and a hundred signs apprise 
tlicm of what is about to befall.' 

Wonderful intricacy in tlijp’web, wonderful con¬ 
stancy in the design,, this vagabond life admits. We 
woiidcr how the lly finds its mate, and yet year after 
yo:^' we find two men, two women, without legal or 
carnal tie, spend a great part of their best time within 
a few feet of each otiher. And the moral is, that 
what we seek we sfiSll find; what wo flee from fleas 
from us; as Goethe said, “ what we wish fo^; in youth, 
comes in heaps on us in old age,” too* often cm^ed 
with the granting of our prayer : and hence the high* 
caution, that, since we are sure of having what we • 
wi.sh, we beware to ask only for high things. 
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One key, one solution to the mysteries of human 
condition, one solution to the old knots of fate, free¬ 
dom, and foreknowledge, exists, the propounding, 
namely, of the double consciousness. A man must 
ride alie^ately on tlm horses of his private and his 
public nature, as the equestrians in the circus throw 
themselves nimbly from horse to horse, or plant one 
foot on the back of one, and the other foot on the 
iiack of the other. So when a man is the victim of 
his fate, has sciatica in his loins, and cramp in his 
mind; a club-foot and a club in his wit; a sour face, 
and a selfish temper; a strut in his gait, and a con¬ 
ceit in his aifection; or is ground to powder by tlie 
ri&e of his race; he is to rally on his relation to the 
lUniwrse, which his ruin benefits. Leaving the dnemon 
who suffers, he is to take sides with the Deity who 
secures universal benefit by his jiain. 

To offset the drag of tcmjieramcnt and race, which 
pulls down, learn this lesson, mamely, that by the 
cunning co-presence of j,wo elements, which is through¬ 
out nature, whatever lames or paraly.ses you draws 
in with it the divinity, in some form, to repay. A 
good intention clothes itself with sudden power. 
When a god wishes to ride, any chip or pebble wil! 
bud and shoot out winged feet, and serve him for a 
horse. 

Let ...^Jd altars to the Blessed Unity which 
holds nature «.nd souls in perfect .solution, and com¬ 
pels every atom to serve a universal end. I do not 
wonder at a sgow-flako, a shell, a summer landscape, 
ar the glory of the stars; but at the necessity of 
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beauty under which the universe lies; that all is and 
must be pictorial ;• that the rainbow, and the curve of 
the horizon, and the arch of the blue vault, are only 
results from the orgaiiism of the eye. There is no 
need for foolish* amateurs to fctch me to ^(Jmire a 
garden of flowers, or a sun-gift cloud, ol a waterfall, 
when I cannot look without seeing splendour and 
grace. How idle to choose a random sparkle hero 
or there, when the indwelling necessity plants* thg 
rose of beauty on the brow of chaos, *nd discloses tl>o 
central intention of Nature to be harmony and joy.. 

Let us build altars to the Beautiful Necessity. If 
we thought men were free in the sense that, ni a 
single exception one fantastical will copjd prevail o*’^)' 
the law of things, it were all one as if a child^s Jiami 
could pull down the sun. If, in the least particular, 
one could derange the order of natiu’e,—who would 
accept the gift of life ? 

Let us build altars to thet Beautiful Necessity, 
which secures that all is made of one piece; tliat 
plaintilF and defendant, friend and enemy, animal 
and planet, food and eater, arc of one kind. In 
astronomy is vast space, but no foreign system ; in 
geology, vast time, but the same laws as to-day. Why 
should we be afraid of Nature, which is ;>o other than 
“philosophy and theology embpdied ”'i W]*y should 
wo fear to be crashed by savage elemont|, we who 
are made up of the same elements'! J_ict us Injild 
to the Beautiful Necessity, which make.s man brave* 
in believing that he cannot shun a ganger that is 
ajijiointed, nor incur one that is not; to the Necc.s- 
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iity wliich rudely or softly educates him to the per 
cejition that there are no contingencies; that La^v 
Juries throughout existence, a taw whicli i.s not intelli 
>gont, hut intelligence,—not personal nor impersonal, 
—it tli^^dains word^ and {la-sscs understanding ; it 
dissolves pdrsons ; it vivifies nature : yet solicits (he 
pure in heart to draw on all its ojiinipott-nce. 
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Ills tongue Wita fruiiioil to niusi**. 
And liis liaud was ariued witii skill, 
flis lace was llio mould of l>eaut3'. 
And Ills lioai't tlio tlirouo of will. 




POWER 

• 

Theuk is not yet any inventory of 5 man’s faculties] 
any nioio tlian a biblo of his opinions. Who shall 
set a limit to the influence of a human being ? There 
!i7'c men, who, by their symjiathefci^ attractions, cany 
nations witli them, and lead the activity of the hum«n 
lace. And if there be snch a tie, that, wherever tlic 
mind of man goes, natiu’c will accompany him, pei-- 
leaps there are men 'whose magnetisms are of that 
force to draw material and elemental powers, and, 
wltcrc they ajipijar, immense instrumentalities organise 
around them. Life is a search after power; and this 
is an element with wliich tJic world is so saturated,— 
there is no cliiuk or crevice in which it is not lodged, 
—that no honest seeking goes unrewarded. A man 
should ju'ize events and possessions as the ore in 
which this fine mineral is found; and*ho can well 
allord to let ovenks and possessions, and tli^Wath of 
the body go, if their value has been added to him. in 
the shape of power. If he have secur^ the elixir, he 
c;ui Sparc the wide gardens from which it was distillod. 
A cultivated man, wise to know and bold to perform, 
is the end to rvhich nature works, and the education 
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of tlie will is tho flowering and result of all this 
geology and astronomy. 

All successful men have agreed in one thing,— 
they were causationisla. They believed that things 
went noi^hy hick, but by law; that there was not a 
weak or a cracke<l link; in the chain that joins the 
first and last of tilings. A belief in causality, oi’ 
strict connection between bvery trifle and the princi])le 
of being', and, in consequence, belief in compensation, 
oji) that nothing js got for nothing,—characterises all 
valuable minds, and must control every effort that is 
made by .an industrious one. The most valiant men 
arc the best believers in the tension of the laws. 
“ 'All tho great captains,” said I’onaparte, “ have per- 
fonned v'ast achievements by confoming with the rules 
of tho art,—by a<ljusting eflbrts to obstacles.” 

The k(^y to the age may bo this, or that, or the 
other, as the young orators describe the key to all 
ages is—Imbecility; i’nbccility in the vast majority 
of men, at all times, and, even in heroes, in all but 
certain cmitient moments; victini.s of gravity, custom, 
and fear. This givo.s force to the strong, —that the 
multitude have no habit of self-reliance or original 
action. 

W’e .must reckon success a constitutional tr.ait. 
Cqurago,-.-the old phy.sic.i.ans taught (ami their mean¬ 
ing holds, if their physiology is a little mythical),— 
courage, or tlio dcgi'ce of life, is as tho degree of 
oirculation of the blood in the arteries. “During 
passion, anger, fury, trials of strength, wiostling, 
fighthig, a large arooTint of blood is collected in the 
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ai tcrie.9, tlic maintenance of bodily strongtli requiring 
it, and but little is sent into tbe veins. This cc^i- 
tion is constant with* intrepid persons.” Where the 
atlories hold their bfood, is conra^go and advcntuijo 
po.ssible. Whore they pour i^ unrostfaino^ ^into the 
i iiins, the spirit is low and feeble. For performance 
of great mark, it needs extraordinary health. If Eric 
is in robust health, and Ifas slept well, and is at the 
to]) of his condition, and thirty years old, at his 
departure from Greenland, ho will ijf-eer west, andjjis 
ships will reach Newfoundland. But take out Eric^ 
and put in a stronger and lioldcr man—Biorn, or 
Thorfin,—and the ships will, ivitl* just as much ca.se, 
sail si.v Imndi'cd, one thousand, fifteen hundred ^jiile.s 
farther, and roach Labrador and New England.. There 
is no chance in results. With adults, as with children, 
one class enter cordially into the game, and whirl 
with the whirling world ; the others have cold hands, 
and remain by.standcrs; or »re only dragged in by 
the humour and vivacity of those who can cany a dead 
weight. The first, wealth is health. Hickness is poor- 
s pirited, and cannot servo any one : it must husband 
its lesourccs to live. But health or fulness answers 
its own ends, and has to spare, runs over, and inun¬ 
dates the neighboiu-hoods and creeks of other men’s 
neocs.sities. 

All power is of one kind, a sharing of the nature 
of the world. The mind that is p^allel with the 
laws of nature will bo in the current of events, and 
strong with their strength. One man is made of the 
same stuff of which events are made; is in sympathy 
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with the course of things; can piwlict it. Wiiatcvei 
hcfalls him first; so that ho is equal to what 
ever shall happen. A man who knows men, can talk 
jvell on politics, trade, law, war, religion. For, cvci'y 
where, d^n afe led in. the same manuers. 

The advantage of a strong pulse is not to bo suj) 
plied by any labour, art, or concert. It is like tin- 
climate, which ea,sily rears a crop, which no glass, or 
irrigation, or tillage, or manures, can elsewhere rival. 
It-is like the opportunity of a city like New York, or 
Constantinople, which needs no diplomacy to force 
cajutal or genius or labour to it. They come of them¬ 
selves, as the waters flow to it. Ho a broad, healthy, 
massive understanding seems to lie on the .shore of 
unseen rivci-s, of unseen oceans, which are covered 
with barks that, night and day, are drifted to this 
point. That is pmu'cd into its lap which other men 
lie plotting for. It is in ovciybody’s secret; antici¬ 
pates everybody’s disco",'cry; and if it do not command 
every fact of the genius and the scholar, it is because 
it is large and sluggish, and docs not think them 
worth the exertion which you do. 

This affirmative force is in one, and is not in 
another, os one horse has the spring in liim, and 
another in the whip. “On the neck of the young 
mt^” said Hafiz, “sparkles no gem so gracious as 
enterprise.” Import into any stationary district, as 
into an old Dutch population in New York or Penn¬ 
sylvania, or among the planters of Virginia, a colony 
of hardy Yankees, with scetliing brains, heads full of 
steam-hammer, pulley, crank, and 'toothed wheel,— 



und everything begins to shine with values. What 
cuhanccinent to all the water and land in Engli^, 
is the arrival of James Watt or llruuol! In evejy 
company there is not only the active and passive sex^ 
but, in both men* and women, deeper *and /y3rc im¬ 
portant sex of mind, namely, the inventiyo or creative 
(lass of both men and women, and the uninventive 
or accepting class. Each pfe man represents his sot, 
and, if be have the accidental advantage of personal, 
iiscendency^—which implies neither jnoro nor less *f 
talent, but incndy the temperamental or taming eye 
of a soldier or a schoolmaster (which one lias, and 
one has not, as one has a black moustache and one a 
))londe), then ijuite easily, and without^envy or rcsifrt- 
ance, all his coadjutors and feeders will admit his 
right to absorb them. The merchant works by book- 
l<ce])er and cashier; the lawyer’s authorities are hunted 
uj) by clerks; the geologist reports the surveys of his 
subalterns; Commander WilkoB appropriates the re¬ 
sults of all the naturalists attached to the Exj)edition ; 
Thorwaldson’s statue is finished by stone-cutters; 
Dumas has journeymen ; and Shakspearo was theatro- 
nij^agcr, and used the labour of many young men, as 
well as the playbooks. 

There is always room for a man of., forehand ho 
Tuakes room for many. Society is a trooporthinkft»’s, 
and the best heads among them take the J;est places. 
A feeble man can sec the farms that .are fenced, and 
tilled, the houses that are built. The strong man 
sees the possible houses and farms. ^ His eye makes 
estates, us fast as the sun breeds cloud.s. 
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When a new boy comes into school, when a man 
travels, and eiicoJtntcrs strangers every day, or, when 
into any old club a now comer is domesticated, that 
happens which befalls when a strange ox is driven 
into a^J^n of pasturp whore cattle are Iccpt; there is 
at once a trial of strength between the best pair of 
honis and the new comer, and it is settled thenceforth 
which is the loader. .So'now, there is a measuring of 
str«ngth, very courteous, hut decisive, and an acqui- 
pscencc thencefpnvard when these two moot, Ea(di 
reads his fate in the otln'i’s eye.s. The weaker party 
linds that none of his information or wit quite tits 
the occasion. TId thought he kuew thi.s or that: ho 
finds that he omitted to learn the end of it. Notliing 
that ho knows will quite hit the mark, w'hilst all the 
rival’s arrows arc goo<l, and w'ell thrown. But if he 
knew all the facts in the encyclopedia, it would not 
help Jiim: for this is an affair of i.resencc of mind, of 
attitude, of aplomh : «the opi)onent has the .sun and 
wind, and, in every cast, the choice of we.apon and 
maik; and, when he him.sclf is ;uatcheil with some 
other fintagoni.st, his own shafts fly well and hit. 
’Tis a question of stomach and constitution. The, 
second man is as good as the first,—perhaps better ; 
but has not stoutness or stomach, as tJie first ha.s, and 
so,his ■wll^seenis over-fine or nndei-fino. 

• Health ^is good,—power, life, that resists disease, 
poison, and al), enemies, and is conservative as well 
!« creative. Here is question, eveiy spring, whether 
to graft with wax, or whether with clay ; whether to 
whitewash, or to potash, or to prune; but the one 
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point is the thrifty tree. A good tree, that agi-oes 
with tlic soil, will grow in .spite of blight, or bug,^ 
pniiiing, or neglect, by night and by day, in a]l 
weathers and all treatments. Vivacity, leadership, 
must be had, and we are not allowed ^o bc/ijico in 
choosing. We must fetch tfie piimp*witli dirty 
water, if clean cannot be had. If we rvill make brewd, 
we must have contagion, ydlist, emptyings, or whal 
not, to induce fomentation into the dough; as the 
torpid artist seeks inspiration at anjicost, by virtns 
or by vice, liy friend or by fiend, by prayer oi‘ by 
wine. And we have a certain instinct, tha t where is 
great amount of life, tliough gross and peccant, it has 
its own chocks and purifications, and wijl be found *fj 
last in hamony with moral laws. 

We watch in children with pathetic interest the 
degree in which they j)os.scss recuperative force. 
Wlien they arc hurt by ns, or by each other, or go to 
the bottom of the class, or miss the annual prizes, or 
tire beaten iu the game,—if they lose heart, and re¬ 
member the mischance in their chamber at home, 
they have a serious check. Hut if they have the 
buo^'ancy and resistance that preoccupies them w’ith 
new interest in the new moment,—the wounds cica- 
tnsc, and the fibre is the tougher for the Jiurt. 

One comes to value this health whcn^ie secs 
that all difficulties vanish before it. A tjjnid man 
listening to the alarmists in Congress,, and iu fjic 
newspapers, and observing the profligacy of party,— 
sectional interests urged with a fury ■fl^iioh shuts its 
eyes to consequences, with a mind made np to 

vou V. n 
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dospcnitu cjff l•ell]itio.s, ballot in ono h.aiicl, and rillo in 
other,—might ca.sily bolicic that hoaiid hi.s country 
Ijave seen thoir best dny.s, and* ho hardens himself the 
best ho can agahist the coming ruin. But, after thi.s 
has bc^i foretold wjth crjiial conlidenco fifty times, 
and goverifl'iiont siv iier cunts luvo not declined a 
(juarter of a mill, he clisco\ei'.s that the enormous 
elements of .strength whR-h are hero in ]ilay make our 
.pofitics uninipoitant. IVrsonal power, freedom, and 
«thc resources of iiafnre, strain every faculty of every 
4 ;iti7;cn. We prosjier with such vigour, that, like 
thrifty tree.s, which grow' in spile, of ice, lice, mice, 
and borers, so wo do not suHcr fiom the profligate 
^fivarma that^falton on tiie nalionid treasury. The 
huge animals nonrisli huge parasites, and the rancour 
of tho disea.so attests the .strenglli of the constitution. 
The same enei-gy in the (iieck- Dmoa drew the 
remark, th.at t.he evils of popular govenimont apixair 
greater than they ara ; there is eoniponsation for them 
in the sjiiiit and energy it awakens. The rough and 
ready stylo which lieloug.s to a jieojile of sailor,s, 
foresters, fanners, and ineclianic.s, has il..s adv.antages. 
Power educates the jioleutate. As long as our peo])le 
(juote Eiiiilish standanls they divarf their omi pro- 
portieiis. We.stern l.awyer of eminence .said to me 
he wisllxl it were a penal oirencc to bring an English 
•law-book^ into a court in this countiy, so pornicious 
lud he foipid in his ex-jjericnce our deference to 
English precedent. The very word “ commerce ” has 
only an English meaning, and is pinched to the cramp 
exigoncie.s of English experience. The commerce of 
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rivers, the commerce of railroads, and who knows but 
the commerce of air-balloons, must add an Americ|^ 
rxtensiou to the ])ond-hole of admiralty. As long a^ 
(Uir |)eo})lo quote English standards, they will miss the ■ 
sovereignty of i)owcr; but let these rough ri^h^rs,— 
legislators in shirt-sleeves,—IToosier, Srtckcr, Wol- 
^•erine, lladgcr, — or whatever hard head Arkansas, 
Oregon, or Utah sends, h.alf’orator, half assassin, to 
riqn'esent its wrath and cnjiidity at Washington,—-^et 
Iheso drive, as they may ; uinl the dis]40sition of terri- 
hiries and imldic lands, the necessity of balancing ancl 
h-eeping at bay the snarling majorities of Oonnan, 
Irish, and of native million.s, will bc.stow promptness, 
addrcs.s, and reason, at la.st, on our lyjlfalo-huntar,* 
and authority and majesty of inanneis. The instinct 
of tlic jieojile is right. Men expect from good whigs, 
put into ofliec hy the res])eetability of the country, 
much less .skill to deal with hlexieo, Spain, Britain, or 
witli our own malcontent inoml*ers, than from some 
strong l.i-ansgro.ssor, like Jcll'creon or Jackson, who 
lirst conquers hi.s owq government, and then u.ses the 
same genius to conquer the foi'eigncr. The senators 
who dis.sentcd from Mr. Bolk’.s Mexican war were 
not those wlio know bettor, but tliosc who,^from poli- 
1 ical position, could afford it; not \\,cbstei^ but 
Benton and Calhoun. 

This power, to bo sure, is not clothed,in satin.- 
Ti.s the power of Lynch law, of soldicrs,and piratqs; 
and it bullies the pcacoaljlc and loyal. But it brings 
its own antidote; and hero is my point,—that all 
kinds of power usually emerge at the same time; 
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good energy, and bad; power of mind, with physical 
; the ecstasies of devotion, -with the oxaspera- 
tjons of debauchery. The same elements are always 
present, only sometimes these conspicuous, and some¬ 
times ftkdse ■' what was yesterday foreground, being 
to-day backgroimd,—Avhat was surface, playing now 
a not less effective part as basis. Tlie longer the 
drought lasts, the more is the atmosphere surcharged 
wife water. The faster the ball falls to the sun, the 
force to fly off .is by so much augmented. And, in 
.jiporals, wild liberty breeds iron con.science; nature.s 
with great impulses have great resources, and return 
from far. In politics, the sons of democrats will be 
jrbigs; whils^ red republicanism, in the father, is a 
.spasm of nature to engender an intolerable tyrant in 
the next age. On the other liand, conservatism, over 
more timorous and narrow, disgusts the children, and 
drives them for a mouthful of fresh air into radicalism. 

Those who have most of this coai'se energy,—the 
“ bruisers,” who have run the gauntlet of caucus and 
tavern through the county or the state, have their 
own vices, but they h.avo the good nature of strength 
and courage. Fierce and unscrupulous, they arc 
usually frank and direct, and above falsehood. 6ur 
politict fall jnto bad hands, and churchmen and men 
of refin^ont, it seemj! agreed, are not fit persons to 
send to C(jngress. Politics is a deleterious profession, 
lik^ some poisonous handicrafts. Mon in power have 
^on opinions, but may be had cheap for any opinion. 


for any purposp,—and if it be only a question between 
the most civil and the most forcible, I lean to the 
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last. These Uoosiers and Suckers aic really better 
t])an the snivelling oj)position. Their wi'ath is ^t 
least of a bold and manly cast. They see, against the 
unanimous declarations of the people, ho^ mxuji crime 
the people will b&r; they procfSjd from step' t» step, 
and they have calculated but too justly upon their 
Kxcellencies, the New England governors, and upon 
their Honours, the New England legislators. The 
mcs.s.ages of the governors and the resolutions of the 
legislatures iiro a proverb for expressing a sham vir* 
tuous indignation, which, in the course of events, ir" 
sure to bo belied. 

In trade, also, this energy usually carries a trace 
of ferocity. Philanthropic and rcligicxis bodies fle* 
noli commonly make their executive officers otft of 
saints. The communities hitherto founded by Soci¬ 
alists,—the Jesuits, the Port-Iioyalists, the American 
communities at New Harmony, at Brook Farm, at 
Zoar, are only possible, by installing Judas as steward. 
The rest of the offices may be filled by good burgesses. 
The pious and charitable proprietor has a foreman 
not quite so pious and charitable. The most amiable 
of ^untry gentlemen has a certain pleasure in the 
teeth of the bull-dog which guards his or*hard. Of 
the Shaker society, it was formerly a sorirof nttiverb 
in tlio country, that they always sent the uevil td 
market. And in rejiresentations of the Deity, paint- 
poetry, and popular religion have ev6r drawn the 
wrath from HelL It is an esoteric doctrine of society, 
that a little wickedness is good to ma^e muscle; as 
if conscience were not good for hands and legs, as if 
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poor decayed formalists of law and order cannot run 
TKce wild goats, wolves, and conies ; tliat, as there is 
c use in medicine for poisons, so the world cannot 
move .witliQut. rogues; that public spirit and the 
ready Band arc as Well found among the malignants. 
’Tis not very rare, the coincidence of sharp private 
and political practice, with inihlic spirit and good 
neighbourhood. 

I knew a burly Boniface who for many years kcjit 
a public-house ‘In one of our mial capit.als. He was 
knave whom the town could ill spare. Ho was a 
social, vascular creature, gi-asping and selfish. There 
was no crime which he did not or could not commit. 
Bdt he made good friends of the selectmen, served 
thehi with his best chop when they supjicd at his 
house, and also with his honour the Judge he wa= 
very cordial, grasping his hand. Ho introduced all 
the fiends, male and female, into the town, and united 
in his person the "functions of Imlly, incendiary, 
swindler, bar-kcepcr,i and burglar. He girdled the 
trees, and cut off the horses’ tails of the temperance 
people, in the night. Ho led the “rummies” and 
radicals in town-meeting with a speech. Meantime, 
ho was civil, fat, and easy, in his house, and jueciscly 
the fKDst public-spirited citizen. Ho was active in 
‘getting the roads rtjiairod and planted with shade- 
trees ; hfc subscribed for the fountains, the gas, and 
the telegraph ; ho introduced the new horse-rake, the. 
new scraper, the baby-jumper, and what not, that Con¬ 
necticut sendf to the admiring citizens. He did this 
the easier, that the pedlar stopped at his house, and 
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paid his keeping, hy .setting nj) his new trap on the 
landlord’s promises. 

Whilst thus the euefgy for originating and 
ing work deforms itself hy excc.ss,.and so our axff 
chops off our orifn fingers,—tliis evil is not without 
remedy. All the elements whoso aid man calls in 
will sometimes become hi.s ma.stors, especially those 
of most subtle force. Shall he, then, renounce steam, 
(ire, and electricity, or shall he learn to deal ^ith 
(hem? Tlje rule for thi.s whole cla^.s of agencies is, 
—all phtH is good ; only put it in the right place. 

Men of this surcharge of artcriai^ blood cannot live 
on nuts, herh-tea, and elogic.s; cannot read novels, 
;iud play whist: cannot satisfy all their wants atilVe 
'riiursday Lecture, or the Boston Athensoum. ^Thej* 
pine for adventure, and must go to Pilie’s Peak; had 
rather die by the hatchet of a Pawnee, than sit all 
day and cveiy day at a counting-room desk. They 
:i.rc made for war, for the sc.d, for mining, hunting, 
and clearing ; for hairbroadtli adventures, huge risks, 
and the joy of eventful living. Some men cannot 
endure an hour of calm at sea. I remember a jioor 
kWIaj' cook, on board a Jjiverpool packet, who, when 
I ho wind Idow a g:de, could not contain his joy ; 
"Blow!” ho cried, “me do toll you, l 4 ow !’l* Their 
friend,s and governors must see that soin(f vent for 
their explo.sivc comple.vion is jnovided. She roisters 
who arc destined for inf.amy at home, if sent to 
Mexico, wdll “ cover you with glory,” and come hack 
heroes and generals. Tliere arc Ore,^n.s, Californias, 
and Exjdoring Expeditions enough .appertaining to 
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Amcricii, t« find thorn in files to gnaw, and in croco¬ 
diles to cat. The young English are fine animals, 
full of blood, and when they have no wars to breathe 
‘their riotous valours in, they sock for travels as 
dangcvcilis as war, diving into Maelstroms; swim¬ 
ming Helles{)onts; wading up the snowy Himmaleh ; 
hunting lion, rliinocci’os, elephant, in South Africa; 
gipsying with Borrow in Spain and Algiers; riding 
..alligators in South America with Waterton; utilising 
Bedouin, Sheik,'-and Pacha,, with Layanl; yachting 
among the icebergs of Lancaster Sound; peejiing into 
craters on the equator; or nuniing on the creases of 
Malays in Borneo. 

* •The excess of virilitj' has the same imporianco 
,'11 general history as in private and industrial life. 
Strong race or strong individual rests at last on 
natui’al forces, which are best in the savage, who, 
like the boasts around him, is still in reception of the 
milk from the teats of Nature. Cut off the connec¬ 
tion between any of o'lr works and this aboriginal 
source, and the work is shallow. . The people lean on 
this, and the mob is not quite so bad an argument as 
we sometimes say, for it has this good side. “ Maifih 
without the people,” .said a French deputy from the 
tribune^ “ and you march into night: their instincts 
are a fi%er-pointing of Providence, always turned 
tefward rcttl benefit. But when you espouse an 
Orlaans party, or a Bourbon, or a Montalembert 
party, or any other but an organic party, though you 
mean well, you^ have a personality instead of a prin¬ 
ciple, which will inevitably drag you into a comer.” 
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The hest anecdotes of tin's force are to bo had 
from savage life, in Explorers, soldiers, and buccaneers. 
Uiit who cares for fallings-out of assassins, and fights 
of boars, or grindings of icebergs?. Physical force* 
has no value, whCro there is nothing else. Smow in 
snow-banks, fire in volcanoes and solfataras is cheap, 
'riic luxury of ice is in tropical countries and mid¬ 
summer days. Tlic luxury of fire is, to have a little 
on our hearth: and of electricity, not volleys of the 
charged clojid, but the manageable •stream on thff 
battery-wires. So of spirit, or energy; the rests or' 
I'ouiains of it in the civil and mora^ man, aro worth 
all the caiinibaLs in the I’acilic. 

In history, the great moment is, when the savaig^ 
is just ceasing to be a savage, with all his hairy • 
l’ola.sgi(! sti-ength directed on his opening sense of 
beauty :—and you have Pericles and Phidias,,—not 
yet pas.scd over into the Corinthian civility. Every¬ 
thing good in nature and th’e world is in that 
moment of transition, when Ijie swarthy juices still 
flow plentifully from, nature, hut their astringency or 
acridity is got out by ethics and humanity. 

yhe triumphs of peace have been in some prox¬ 
imity to war. Wliilst the hand was stjll familiar 
with the sword-hilt, whilst the habits #f tlm*cami) 
were still visible in the port and complexioli of thft 
gentleman, his intellectual power culminated: the 
compression and tension of these stem conditions is a 
training for the finest and softest arts, and can rarely bo 
compensated in tranquil times, except some analo¬ 
gous vigour drawn from occupations as hardy as war. 
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We sajr that success is constitutional; depends on 
ixr phis conilition of mind and body, on power of 
worlc, on courage; that it is of naain efficacy in 
carrying on the world, and, though rarely found in 
the right state for aiv article of coihtoercc, hut oftener 
in the supersaturate or excess, which makes it danger¬ 
ous and destructive, yet it cannot be spared, and 
must he had in that fc)rm, and absorbents proviiled 
to‘take off its edge. 

■ The ailirmativo class monopolise the homage ot 
mankind. T’hey originate and execute all the greal 
feats. "What a force was coiled uj) in the skull of 
Napoleon ! Of the sixty thousand men making his 
aiiny at Eylru, it sccm.s some thirty thousand were 
thic/es an<l burglar.s. The men whom, in peaceful 
communities, we hold if we can, witli iron at their 
legs, in prisons, under the muskets of sentinels, this 
mail dealt with, hand to hand, dragged them t-o 
their duty, and won his victories by their bayonets. 

This aboriginal might gives a surprising pleasure 
when it appears under conditions of supreme refine¬ 
ment, as in the proficients in high art. When 
Michel Angelo was forced to paint the Bistine Olupol 
in fresco, of which art he knew nothing, he went 
down' 'nto the Pope’s gardens behind the Vatican, 
and with a shovel dug out ochres, red and yidlow, 
mixed them with glue and ■water with his own hands, 
and having, .iter many trials, at last suited himself, 
climbed his ladders, and painted away, week after 
week, month, after month, the- sibyls and prophets. 
He surpassed his successors in rough vigour, as much 
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Its ill purity of intellect and itdinement. He was not 
cruslicd by his on’e picture left unfinished at hwit. 
Michel was wont to drt^w his figures first in skeletop, 
Ihen to clothe them with flesh, and. lastly to drape 
them. “Ah!” skid a brave painter tonic, tlynking 
on these things, “ if a man has failed, you will find 
he has dreamed instead of working. There is nf> 
way to success in our art but to take off your coat, 
grind paint, and work like a digger on the raiirdad, 
all day and^very day.” 

Success goes thus invariably with a certain 
or positive }>ower: an onuco of poyer must balance 
an ounce of weight. And, though a man cannot 
rctmu into his mother’s womb, and Jio bom with 
now amounts of viv.acity, yet there are two econottiics,, 
which are the best succedanea which tho case admits. 
The first is, tho stopping off decisively our miscel¬ 
laneous activity, and concentrating our force on one 
or a few jiointe ; as the gardener, by .severe pruning, 
forces tlic sap of the tree into ono or two vigorous 
limb.s, instead of suffering it to spindle into- a shoaf 
of i.’.n'gs. 

“Enlarge not thy dostiuv,” .said the orach-, “en¬ 
deavour not to do more than is given tlicij in charge.” 
'J’ho ono prudence in life is couceutratim ; ^tile ouc 
evil is dissipation: and it makes no diffcrcncif whether 
our dissipations are coarse or fine; propoety and its 
cares, friends, and a social habit, or politics, or mu.sic, 
or feasting. Everything is good which takes away* 
Cine plaything and delusion more, and drives us home 
to add ono stroke of faithful work. Friends, books. 
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pictures, lower duties, talents, llatteries, h(>j)es,—all 
are distractious which cause oscillations in our giddy 
balloon, and make a good poise and a stj'aight course 
impossible. You must elect your work ; you shall 
take yrhat your brain can, and drop all the rest. 
Only so, can that .amount of vital force accumulate, 
which can make the step from laiowiiig to doing. 
No matter how much faculty of idle seeijig a m.an 
ha.s, the step from knowing to douig is rarely taken. 
•Tis a step out of a chalk circle of imhccility int.i 
-.fruitfulness. Many an artist lacking this, lacks all : 
he sees the masculine Angelo or (Jelliui -with despair. 
Ho, too, is up to Nature .and the First Cause in his 
.thought. But the spasm to collect .and .swing his 
whole being into one .act, ho has not. Tho poet 
Campbell said, that “a man accustomed to work 
w.as cqu.al to any achicvonient he resolved on, and 
that, for himself, ncces.sity not inspiration was th(' 
prompter of his muse.” 

Concentration is thc.secret of strength in politic.s, 
in M'ar, in trade, in short in Ml management of 
human affairs. One of the high .anecdotes of tho 
world is tho reply of Newton to tho inquiry, “ hpw 
ho had been able to achieve his di.scoveries? ’ - “By 
always intending my mind.” Or if you will have a 
text from politics, take this from Flutarch : “ There 
wiis, in tJie whole city, but one street in which 
Pericles was levor seen, tho street rvliich led to the 
market-place and the council-house, lie declined all 
invitations to banquets, and all gay assemblies and 
company. During the whole period of his admiuis- 
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liuliciii, he never dined at tlie table of a friend.” Or 
it we seek an example from trade,—“I hope,” said a 
good man to Eothschildj “ yonr children are not top 
fond of money and hnsiucss; I am sure you would 
not wish that.”—I am sure I should wish tlpit: I 
wish them to give mind, soul, heart, ahd body to 
business,—that is the way to be happy. It requires a 
great deal of boldness and a’great deal of caution, to 
make a great fortune, and when you have got it,* it 
requires ton times as much wit to keep it. If I were 
to listen to all tlie projects projiosed to me, I should 
mill myself very soon. Stick to onc^busmess, young 
man. Stick to yonr brewery (he said this to young 
Ikixtoii), and you will be the great brewer of London.* 
1)0 brewer, and lianker, and merchant, and manu¬ 
facturer, and you will soon bo in the Gazette.” 

Many men are knowing, many are apprehensive 
and tenacious, but they do not nish to a decision. 
Hut in our flowing aJfairs a decision must bo made, 
—the best, if you can; but any is better than none. 
There are twenty way.s of going to a point, and one 
is the shortest; but sot out at once on one. A man 
who has that jiroseuce of mind wiiich can bring to 
him on the insta,nt all he know's, is worthier action 
a dozen men who know as much, but can, only bring 
it to light slowiy. The good Speaker in tli« House* 
is not the man who knows the theory of parliamentary' 
tactics, but the man wdio decides off-hand, The good 
judge is not he w'ho does hair-splitting justice to every 
allegation, but who, aiming at substantial justice, roles 
something intelligible for the guidance of suitors. The 



62 


CONDUCT OF IJKE. 


[ir. 


good lawyer is not the man who has an eye to eveiy 
side and angle of contingency, and qualifies all his 
oualifications, but who throws himself on your part 
so heartily that ho can get you out of a scrape. Dr. 
.Tohni^on saii, in one of his flowing sentences, “ Miser¬ 
able beyond all names of wretchedness is that un¬ 
happy pair, who are doomed to reduce beforehand to 
the principles of abstract reason all the dct.ails of each 
demostic day. There are cases where little can be 
said, and much, must be done.” 

The second substitute for temperament is drill, 
the power of u.so and routine. The hack is a bettoi’ 
roadster that the Arab barb. In chcmistiy, tlu' 
,'gf‘lranic stream, slow, but continuous, is equal in 
power to the electric spark, and is, in our arts, a, 
better agent So in human action, again.st the spasm 
of energy we offset the continuity of drilL AVc spread 
the same amount of force over much time, instead of 
condensing it into a moment. ’Tis the same ounce 
of gold hero in a b.all, ami there in a loaf. At West 
Point, Colonel Buford, the chief onginoei-, pounded 
with a hammer on the trunnions of a cannon, until he 
broke them off. He fired a piece of ordnance some 
hundred times in swift succession, until it burst Now 
whicb stroke broke the trunnion! Bveiy stroke. 
Which'' 61 ast burst tjie piece? Every blast Dili 
leiM pas^e sens,” Henry VIII. was wont to say, or, 
pjeat is drill. John Kemble said, that the worst 
orovincial company of actors would go through a play 
letter than the best amateur company. Basil Hall 
ikes to show*that the worst regular troops will beat 
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(,bo best volunteei's. Practice is nine-tenths. A 
course of mobs is g@od practice for orators. All the 
great speakers were bad ^speakers at first. Stumpinj; 
it through England for seven years, made Cobden a 
consummate debater. Stumping it through ,New 
England for twice seven, trained Wendd) Phillips. 
The way to learn Goman i.s, to lead the .same dozen 
pages over and over a linndfed times, till you know 
every word and particle in them, and can pronouilfcc 
and repeat them hy heart. No genius can rccito a 
hall.ad at finst reading, so well as mediocrity can at 
the fifteenth or twentieth reading. The rule foi 
liospitality and Iiish “help” is, to have the sanu 
dinner every day throughout the year. At last, Mr*i. 
O’Shaughnessy Icarus to cook it to a nicety, the host 
lo.arns to carve it, and the guests are well served. A 
humorous friend of mine tliinks, that the reason why 
Nature is so perfect in her art, and gets up such in¬ 
conceivably fine sunsets, is, that she has learned how, 
at last, by dint of doing the same thing so very often. 
Cannot one converse^ better on a topic on wliich he 
Jias oxperienco, than on one which is now? Men 
wiiiise opinion is valued on ’Change are only such a,‘ 
have a special experience, and oil' that ground theii 
ojiinion is not valuable. “More are maje good by 
cxercitation than by nafnre,” si^id Dcmocritiisi The 
fvici ion in nature is so enormous that wo cangiot spare 
any power. It is not e]ucstioii to exjiress^iur thought, 
to elect our way, but to overcome re.sistance3 of the 
medium and material in everything we do. Hence 
the use of drill, and the worthlessness (ft amateurs to 
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cope with practitioners. Six hours every day at the 
piano, only to give facility of touch; six hours a day 
at painting, only to give command of the odious 
, materials, oil, ochres, and brushes. The masters say, 
that they know a master in niuisic, only by seeing the 
pose of the-hands on the keys;—so difficult and vital 
an act is the command of the instrument. To have 
learned the use of the tods, by thousands of manipula¬ 
tions ; to have learned the arts of reckoning, by end 
less adding and .dividing, is the power of the mechanic 
and the clerk. 

1 remarked in England, in confirmation of a fre¬ 
quent experience at homo, that, in literary circles, the 
anen of trust and consideration, bookmakers, editors, 
university deans and professors, bishops too, were by 
no means men of the largest literary talent, but usuall.> 
of a low and ordinary intellectuality, -with a sort of 
mercantile activity and working talent. Indifferent 
hacks and mediocrities tower, by pushing their forces 
to a lucrative point, or by working power, over multi¬ 
tudes of superior men, in Old as in New England. 

I have not forgotten that there are sublime con¬ 
siderations wliich limit the value of talent and super¬ 
ficial success. We can easily overpraise the vulgar 
hero. >- There are sources on which we have not. 
4rawn.' >; I know whgt I abstain from. I adjourn 
what I hgve to say on this topic to the chapters on 
Cujture and Worship. But this force or spirit being 
•the means roUed on by Nature for bringing the work 
of the day about,—as far as wo attach importance to 
household lifd; and the prizes of the world, we must 
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respect that. And I hold that an economy may be 
applied to it; it is 'as much a subject of exact law 
and arithmetic as fluids.and gases are; it may ha 
husbanded, or wasted ; every man is ejficient only as 
he is a container or vessel of tliis force, and sever 
was any signal act or achievement in history, hut 
by this expenditure. This is not gold, but the gold- 
maker; not the fame, but the'exidoit. 

If these forces and this husbandry are withm 
reach of our yd 11, and the laws of them can be read, 
wo infer that all success, and all conceivable benefit 
for man, is also, first or last, within, his reach, and 
has its own sublime economies by wliich it may be 
attained. The world is mathematical, jnd has no 
casualty, in all its vast and flowing emwe. Success 
has no more eccentricity than the gingham and 
muslin we weave in our mills. I know no more 
affecting lesson to our busy, plotting New England 
brains, than to go into one of the factories with which 
we have lined all the watercourges in the States. A 
man hai'dly knows ho.w much he is a machine, until 
he begins to make telegraph, loom, press, and locomo¬ 
tive, in his own image. But in these, he is forced to 
leave out his follies and hindrances, so that,whcn wc 
go to the mill, the machine is more moral thanVe. 
Lot a man dare go to a loom, and sec if he bt equal 
to it. Let machine confront machine, and see how 
they come out. The world-mill is more cojnplex than 
the calico-mill, and the architect stooped less. In the 
gingham-mill, a broken thread or a shred spoils the 
web through a piece of a hundred yards, and is traced 

VOL. V. F 
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hack to the girl that wove it, and lessens her wages. 
The stockholder, on being shown’ this, rubs his hands 
with <lolight. Are you so canning, Mr. Profitloss, and 
do you expect- to swindle your master and employer, 
in tile web you weave? A day is’a more magnificent 
clotli than any muslin, the mechanism that makes it 
is infinitely cunninger, and you sliall not conceal the 
slcczj', fraudulent, rotten hours you have slij)pod into 
tfic piece, nor fear that any honest thread, or straighter 
steel, or more* inflexible shaft, will not testify in the 
web. 
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AVho shall toll what <lid bi lall, 

Far away in time, when once, 

Over the lifeless ball. 

Hung idle stars ami suns ? 

What god the eleinoiiL obeyed '{ 

Wings of what wijid the lichen bore, 

Wai ting tin; puny seeds of power, 

AVhich, lodged iu rock, the rock abrade ; 
And well the x>rimal i*ioneer 
Knew the strong tusk to it assigne<l 
Fatient throwgh Hoaveu’s^cnomious year 
'fo build in matter home for mind. 

From air tho creeping etmturics drew 
The matted thicket low and wide. 

This must tho leaves of ages strew 
1'hc granite slab to close ami hide, 

Kre wheat trail wave its golden x»ride. 
AVhat smiths, ami in what furnace, rolled 
(In dizzy joons dim and mute 
The reeling brain can ill conijinte) 

Copper and iron, lead and gold 'i 
What oldest star the fame can save 
Of races i>enshing to pave 
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The planet with a floor of limo ? 

Dust is their pyramid and mole : 

Who saw what ferns and palms were pressed 
Under the tumbling mountiiiii’s breast, 

In the safe herbal of the coal ? 

Put when the quarried moans wore idled, 

All is waste and worthless, till 
Arrives the wise, selecting will. 

And, out of slime and chaos, AVit 
Draws the threads of fair and fit. 

Then' temples rose, and towns, and .marts. 
The shop of toil, the hall of arts ; 

Tlien flow the sail across the seas 
To feed the North from tropic trees ; 

The storm-wind wove, the torrent span, 
AVJiere they were bid the rivers ran ; 

New slaves fulfilled the poet’s dream, 
(Jalvanic wire, strong-shouldered steam. 

Then docks were built, and crops wore stored. 
And ingots added to the hoard. 

I’lUt, though light-headed man forget. 
Remembering Matter paysjier debt: 

Still, through her motes and masses, draw 
Electric thrills and tics of Law, 

AVhich bind the strengths of Nature wild 
To the conscience of a child. 
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As soon as a stranger is introduced int« any company, 
one of the first questions which all wish to have 
answered is, How does that man get ^is living? And 
with reason. lie is no whole man until he knowf 
how to earn a blameless livelihood. Society is ba? 
barous, until every industrious man can get his living 
without dishonest customs. 

Every man is a consumer, and ought to bo a pro 
duccr. He fails to make his place good in the world 
unless he not only pays his debt, but also adds some 
thing to the common wealth. J^or can he do justic( 
to his genius without piaking some larger demand or 
the world than a bare subsistence. He is by constitu 
tion expensive, and needs to be rich. 

Wealth has its source in applications of .the mine 
to nature, from the rudest strokes of spad« and %xe 
up to the last secrets of art. Intimate ties'subsisi 
between thought and all production; bccause-a bettei 
order is equivalent to vast amounts of bsute labour, 
The forces and the resistances are Nature’s, but the 
mind acts in bringing things from where^they abound 
to where they are wanted; in wise combining; ii: 
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directing the practice of the u.seful arts, and in the 
creation of finer values, hy fine art, hy eloquence, by 
s-'ong, or the reproductions of memory. Wealth is in 
applications of mind to nature; and the art of getting 
rich consists not in industry, much less in .saving, but 
in a better'order, in timeliness, in being at the right 
spot. One man has stronger arms, or longer legs; 
another secs by the course of streams, and growth of 
markets, where land will be wanted, makes a clearing 
to the river, goes to sleep, and wakes up rich. Steam 
is no stronger now than it was a hundred years 
ago; but is put to bettor use. A clover fellow was 
acquainted with the expansive force of steam; he 
also saw the wealth of wheat and grass rotting in 
Michigan. Then ho cumiingly screws on tho steam- 
pipe to tho wheat-crop. I’ufl’ now, 0 Steam! The 
steam pufls and expands as before, but this time it is 
dragging all Michigan at its back to hungry New 
Vork and hungry England. Coal lay in ledges under 
tho ground since tho Elood, until a labourer with pick 
and windlass brings it to the surface. We may well 
call it black diamonds. Every basket is power and 
civilisation. For coal is a portable climate. It carries 
tho heat of the tropics to Labrador and the polar 
circle: and it is the moans of transporting itself 
whithersoever it is wanted. Watt and Stephenson 
whispered in the e.ar of mankind their secret, that a 
half-ounce of coal mil draw two tmis a mile, and coal 
carries coiil, by rail and by boat, to make Canada as 
warm as Calcutta, and with- its comfort brings its 
industrial power. 
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When the fanner’s peaches are taken from under 
the tree, and carried into town, they have a new look, 
and a hundredfold value over the fruit which grew op 
the same bough, and lies fulsomely on the ground. 
The craft of the merchant is this bringing a,thing 
from where it abounds, to where it is costly. 

Wealth begins in a tight roof that keeps the rain 
and wind out; in a good pump that yields you plenty 
of sweet water; in two suits of clothes, so to chaifgc 
your dress when you are wet; in dry.sticks to bum; 
in a good double-wick lamp; and three meals; in a 
liorse, or a locomotive, to cross the ^land; in a boat 
to cross the sea; in tools to work with; in books to 
read; and so, in giving, on all .sides, ^y tools a»(> 
auxiliarie.s, the greatest possilde extension to •our , 
powers, as if it added feet, and hands, and eyes, and 
blood, length to the day, and knowledge, and good¬ 
will. 

Wealth begins with these articles of necessity. 
And here we must recite the jron law which Natime 
thunders in these nQithcm climates. First, she re- 
(piires that each man should feed himself. If, happily, 
his fathers have left him no inheritance, he must go 
to work, and by making his wants less, or his gains 
more, he must draw himself out of that state of'pain 
and insult in which she forces tjie beggar to Jie. Sho 
gives him no rest until this is done: she 8tarvc.s,' 
taunts, and tonneuts him, takes a'i’^ay warmth, 
laughter, sleep, friends, and daylight, until he has 
fought his way to his own loaf. Then, less pcjemp- 
torily, but still with sting enough, she*urges him to 
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the acquisition of such things as belong to him. 
Every warehouse and shop-window, every fruit-tree, 
qvery thought of every hour, opens a new want to 
him, which it concerns his power and dignity to 
gratify. It is of noi use to argue the wants down: 
the philosophers have laid the greatness of man in 
making his wants few: but will a man content him¬ 
self with a hut and a handful of dried peas ? He is 
bOm to be rich. Ho is thoroughly related; and is 
tempted out b}t his appetites and fancies to the con¬ 
quest of this and that piece of nature, until he finds 
his well-being in the use of his planet, and of more 
planets than his own. Wealth requires, besides the 
erii.st of bread and the roof,—the freedom of the 
city, the freedom of the earth, travelling, machinery, 
the benefits of science, music, and fine arts, the best 
culture, and the best comiiany. He is the rich man 
who can avail himself of all men’s faculties. He is 
the richest man who knows how to draw a benefit 
from the labours of tho.greatcst number of men, of men 
in distant countries, and in past times. The same 
correspondence that is between thirat in the stomach 
and water in the spring, exists between the whole of 
man and J;he whole of nature. The elements ofl'er 
theil servige to him. The sea, washing the equator 
<uid the^poles, oli'ers its perilous aid, and the jiower 
'and empire that follow it,—day by day to his craft 
and audacity. “Beware of me,” it says, “but if you 
can hohl mo, 1 am the key to all the lands.” Fire 
oft'ens, on its side, .an equal power. .Fire, steam, light¬ 
ning, gravity, ledges of rock, mines of iron, lead, 
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quicksilver, tin, and gold ; forests of all woods; fniits 
of all climates; annuals of all habits ; the powers of 
tillage; the fabrics of his chcmic laboratory; the 
webs of his loom; the masculine draught of his loco¬ 
motive, the talismans of the machine-shop; all^rand 
and subtile things, minerals, gases, cthcl's, passions, 
war, trade, government, are his natural playmates, 
and, according to the excoirence of the machinery in 
each human being, is his attraction for the insUtu- 
ments he is j;o employ. The world is his tool-chest, 
and he is successful, or his education is carried on 
just so far, as is the marriage of his faculties with 
nature, or, the degree in which he takes up things 
into himself. 

The strong race is strong on the.se terms. •Tlie 
Saxons are the merclnants of the world; now, for a 
thousand years, the leading race, and by nothing 
more than their quality of personal independence, and, 
in its special modification, pecuniary independence. 
No reliance for bread and games on the govern¬ 
ment, no clanship, ijo patriarchal stylo of li'ving by 
the revenues of a chief, no marrying-on,—no system 
of gilientship suits them; but every man must pay 
his scot. The English arc prosperous ^nd peace¬ 
able, with their habit of considering tha^ ever/ man 
must take care of himself, and.has himself * 1/0 thanl*, 
if he do not maintain and improve his position in 
society. 

The subject of economy mixes itself with morals, 
inasmuch as it is a peremptory point of virtue that a 
man’s independence be secured. Povei|ty demoralises. 
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A man in debt is so far a slave; and Wall Street 
thinks it easy for a millionaire to be a man of his 
■y^ord, a man of honour, but that, in failing circum¬ 
stances, no man can be relied on to keep Ids integrity. 
And V'hen one observes in the hotels and palaces of 
our Atlantic capitals the habit of expense, the riot of 
the senses, the absence of bonds, clanship, fellow- 
feeling of any kind, ho leels that, when a man or a 
wdman is driven to the wall, the chances of integrity 
are frightfully dimini.shed, as if virtue were coming to 
be a luxury which few could afford, or, as Burke said, 
“at a market almost too high for humanity.” He 
may fix his inventory of necessities .and of onjo 3 Tnents 
OK what scalg he pleases, but if he wishes the power 
and privilege of thought, the chalking out his own 
career, and having soeioty on his own terms, ho must 
bring Ids wants within his proper power to satisfy. 

The manly part is to do with might and main 
what you can do. The world is full of fojis who never 
did anything, and whg have persuaded beauties and 
men of genius to wear their fop ,livcry, and these will 
deliver the fop opinion, that it is not respectable 
to be seen earning a living; that it is much more 
respectable to spend without earning; and this 
doctilne of,, the snake will come also from the elect 
cons of light; for wise men are not wise at aU hours, 
and will speak five times from their taste or their 
humour, to once from their reason. The brave work¬ 
man, who might betray Ids feeling of it in his manners, 
if he do not succumb in his practice, must replace the 
grace or elegance forfeited, by the merit of the work 
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done. No matter whether he makes shoes, or statues, 
or laws. It is the privilege of any human work which 
is well done to invest the doer with a certain haughti¬ 
ness. He can well afford not to conciliate, whose 
faithful work will answer for him. The mech^ic at 
his bench carries a quiet heart and assm'bd manners, 
and deals on even terms with men of any condition. 
The artist has made his picture so true, that it dis¬ 
concerts criticism. The statue is so beautiful, that 
it contracts jio stain from the market^ but makes the 
market a silent gallery for itself. The case of the 
young lawyer was pitiful to disgust,—a jialtry matter 
of buttons or tweczcr-cascs; but the determined youth 
saw in it an aperture to insert his dangerous wedge."^ 
made the insignificance of the thing forgotten,* and 
gave fame by his sense and energy to the name and 
affairs of the Tittleton .snuff-box factory. 

>Socicty in large towns is babyish, and wealth is 
made a toy. The life of pleasure is so ostentatious, 
that a shallow observer must^bolicve that this is the 
agreed best use of wgalth, and, whatever is pretended, 
it ends in cosseting. Bjit, if this were the main use 
of^surplus capital, it would biing us to barricades, 
burned towns, and tomjihawks, presently. Men of 
scn,se esteem wealth to be the assimilatiqp of ifaturc 
to themselves, the converting af the sap am? juices of 
the planet to the incarnation and nutriment of their 
<lesign. Power is what they want,—^yot candy^— 
power to execute their design, power to give legs and 
feet, form and actuality to their thought, which, to a 
clear-sighted man, appears the end ftor which the 
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Universe exi.sts, and all its resources might be well 
applied. Columbus thinks that the sphere is a prob¬ 
lem for practical navigation, as well as for closet 
geometry, And looks on all kings and peoples as 
cowardly landsmen, until they dare fit him out. Few 
men on the planet have more truly belonged to it. 
Birt he was forced to leave much of his map blank. 
TIis successors inherited'liis map, and inherited his 
fufy to complete it. 

So the men of the mine, telegraph, mill, map, and 
survey,—tin; monomaniacs, who talk up their project 
in marts, and offices, and entreat men to subscribe: 
—how did our factories get built 1 how did North 
America get, netted with iron rails, except by the 
importunity of these orators, who dragged all the 
prudent men in ? Is party the madness of many for 
the gain of a few? This spcovlaiive genius is the 
madness of few for the gain of the world. The pro¬ 
jectors are sacrificed, but the public is the gainer. 
Each of these idealists, working after his thought, 
would make it tyrannical, if ho could. Ho is met 
and antagonised by other speculators .as hot as he. 
The equilibrium is preserved by these counteractions, 
as one troci keeps down another in the forest, that it 
may not absorb all the sap in the ground. And the 
supply id nature of railroad presidents, copper-miners, 
grand-junctioners, smoke-burnci-s, fire-annihilators, etc., 
is limited by„tho same law which keeps the proportion 
in the supply of c,arbon, of alum, and of hydrogen. 

To be rich is to have a ticket of admission to the 
master-works and chief men of each race. It is to 
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have the sea, by voyaging; to visit the mountains, 
Niagai'a, the Nile, the desert, Nome, Pai’is, Constanti¬ 
nople : to see galleries, libraries, arsenals, manii- 
factories. The reader of Humboldt’s “Cosmos” 
follows the marches of a man ^lose eyes, earj, and 
mind are aimed by all the science, arts,* and imple¬ 
ments which mankind have anywhere accumulateil, 
and who is using these to adtl to the stock. So is it 
with Denon, Bcckford, Belzoni, Wilkinson, Layaftl, 
Kane, Lepsijis, and Livingston, “'fhe rich man,” 
says Saadi, “is everywhere expected and at home.” 
The rich take up something more oj the world into 
man’s life. They include the country as well as the 
town, the ocean-side, the White Hills, the Far Weat.» 
and the old European homesteads of man, in tlieir 
notion of a\ ailable material. The world is his, who 
has money to go over it. He arrives at the sea-shore, 
and a sumptuous ship has floored and carpeted for 
him the stormy Atlantic, and made it a luxurious 
hotel, amid the horrors of teyipcsts. The Persians 
say, “ ’Tis the same to him who wears a shoe, as if 
the whole earth were covered with leather.” 

Icings are said to have long arms, but every man 
should have long aims, and should pluck,his living, 
his instruments, his power, and his kno^ng, trom 
the sun, moon, and stars. Is vot then thc^demamk 
to be rich legitimate ? Yet, I have never seen a rich’ 
man. I have never seen a man as ric^i as all men 
ought to be, or, with an adequate command of nature. 
The pulpit and the press have many commonplaces 
denouncing the thirst for wealth; but ift men should 
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take those moralists at their word, and leave off aiming 
to be rich, the moralists would rush to rekindle at all 
hazards this love of power in the people, lest civilisa¬ 
tion should be undone. Men arc urged by their ideas 
to acquire the command over nature. Ages derive a 
culture from the wealth of Eoman Ca3sars, I^eo Tenths, 
magnificent Kings of France, Grand Dukes of Tuscany, 
Dukes of Devonshire, Ibwnlcys, Vernons, and Peels, 
hr England; or whatever great proprietors. It is tlie 
interest of all men, that there should bo Vaticans and 
Louvres full of noble works of art; British Museums, 
and French Gardens of Plants, Philadelpliia Academics 
of Natural History, Bodleian, Ambro.siau, Royal, Con- 
‘gressional Libraries. It is the interest of all that 
thwe should bo Exploring Expeditions; Captain 
Cooks to voyage round the world, Rosses, Franklins, 
Richardsons, and Kanes, to find the magnetic and the 
geographic poles. We aro all richer for the measure¬ 
ment of a degree of latitude on the earth’s surface. 
Our navigation is safer for the chart. How intimately 
our knowledge of the system of the Universe rests on 
that!—and a true economy in a state or an individual 
will forget its frugality in behalf of claims like these. 

Whilst.it is each man’s interest, that not only ease 
and isonvcuience of living, but also wealth or surplus 
“product'should exist nomewhere, it need not ho in his 
hands. Often it is very undesirable to him. Goethe 
said well, “nobody should be rich but those who 
understand it.” Some men are born to own, and can 
animate all their possessions. Others cannot: their 
owning is non graceful; seems to be a compromise of 
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their character; tliey seem to steal their own dividends. 
They should own who can administer; not they 
who hoard and conceal; not they who, the greater pro¬ 
prietors they arc, are only the greater beggars, but 
they whoso work carves out work for more, tyieus a 
path for all. For ho is the rich man iii whom the 
people are rich, and ho is the poor man in whofn the 
people are pioor: and how* to give all access to the 
masterpieces of art and nature, is the problcnf of 
civilisation.^ The socialism of our da»y has done good 
service in setting men on thinking how certain civilis¬ 
ing benefits, now only enjoyed by the ojnilent, can be 
enjoyed by all. For example, the providing to each 
man the means and apparatus of science, and of tl>c 
arts. There are many articles good for occasional, 
use, which few men are able to own. Every man 
wishes to sec the ring of Satuni, the satellites and 
belts of Jujdter and Mars; the mountains and craters 
in the moon : yet how few can buy a telescope! and 
of tho.se, scarcely one would Ijke the trouble of keep¬ 
ing it in order, and exhibiting it. So of electrical and 
chemical apparatus, and ijiany the like things. Every 
m^n may have occasion to consult books which he 
docs not care to possess, such as cycloi)a3(Jias, diction¬ 
aries, tables, charts, maps, and public ^docuiSents: 
pictures also of birds, beastg, fi.shes, shdls, trees, 
fiowers, whose names he desires to know. 

There is a refining influence from the^arts of Design 
on a prepared mind, which is as positive as that of 
music, and not to bo supplied from any other source. 
But pictures, engravings, statues, a>^ casts, beside 
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their first cost, wtail expenses, as of galleries and 
keepers for thd aftiibition; and the i^^which any 
man can make of them is rare, and theiP^salue, too, 
is much enhanced by the numbers of men who can 
share their enjoyment. In the Greek cities, it was 
reckoned profane that any person should protend a 
property in a work of art which belonged to all who 
could behold it. I think sometimes,—could T only 
hafe music on my own terms;—could I live in a great 
city, and know where I could go whenever I wished 
the ablution and inundation of musical waves,—that 
were a bath and a medicine. 

If properties of this kind were owned by states, 
ton’ns, and lyceums, they would draw the bonds of 
.neighbourhood closer. A town would exist to an in¬ 
tellectual purpose. In Europe, where the feudal forms 
secure the permanence of wealth in certain families, 
those families buy and preserve these things, and lay 
them open to the public. But in America, where 
democratic institutions divide every estate into small 
portions, after a few years the public should step 
into the place of these proprietors, and provide this 
culture and inspiration for the citizen. 

Man wa= born to be rich, or, inevitably grows rich 
by the use of his faculties; by the union of thought 
with nat.'ire. Property is an intellectual production. 
Tlie game requires coolness, right reasoning, prompt¬ 
ness, and patience in the players. Cultivated laboiu- 
drives out brute labour. An infinite number of shrewd 
men, in infinite years, have arriyed at certain best 
and shortest "■'ays of doing, and this accumulated 
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skill in arts, cultures, harvestings, curings, manufac¬ 
tures, navigations, exchanges, constittites the worth of 
our world to-day. 

Commerce is a game of skill, winch every man 
cannot play, which few men can play well. The ijight 
merchant is one who has the just average <3f faculties 
we call eommm ; a man of a stro)ig affinity for 
facts, who makes up his decision on what he has seen. 
He i.s thoroughly persuaded of the truths of arithmetic. 
There is always a reason, in th.e man, fer his good or 
bad fortune, and so, in making money. Men talk as 
if there were some magic about this,^and believe in 
magic, in all parts of life. He knows, that all goes 
on the old road, pound for pound, cent for cent,—fo> 
evciy effect a perfect cause,—and th.at good lucla is 
another name for tenacity of purpose. Ho insures 
himself in every transaction, and likes small and sure 
gains. Probity .and closeness to the facts are the 
))a.sis, but the masters of the art add a certain long 
arithmetic. The problem is, combine many and 
remote operations, with the accuracy and adherence 
to the facts, which is easy in near and small transac¬ 
tion^; so to arrive at gigantic results, without any 
compromise of safety. Napoleon was fond iA telling 
the story of the Marseilles banker, who s^id to Ins 
visitor, surprised at the contrast between the spiendour 
of the banker’s chateau and hospitality, and the mean¬ 
ness of the counting-room in which he ha^ seen him, 
—“Young man, you are too young to understand 
how masses are formed,—^the true and only power,— 
whether composed of money, water, or #>en, it is all 
VOL. V. 
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alike,—a mass is an immenso centre of motion, but it 
must be begun, it must be kept tip —and he might 
liave added, that the way in which it must be begun 
and kept i\p ist by obedience to the law of particles. 

Success consists^jn close appliance to the laws of 
the world,* and, since those laws arc intellectual and 
moral, an intellectual and moral obedience. Political 
Economy is as good a book wherein to read the life 
of man, and the ascendency of laws over all private 
and hostile irifluences, as any Bible which has come 
down to us. 

Money is representative, and follows the nature 
and fortunes of the owner. The coin is a delicate 
meter of civil, social, and moral changes. The farmer 
is covetous of his dollar, and udth reason. It is no 
waif to him. lie knows how many strokes of labour 
it represents. His bones ache with the day’s work 
that earned it. He knows how much land it repre¬ 
sents;—how much rain, frost, and sunshine. He 
knows that, in the dollar, ho gives you so much dis¬ 
cretion and patience, so much hoeing and threshing. 
'I’ry to lift his dollar; you must lift all that weight. 
In the city, where money follows the skit of a pen, 
or a lucky rise in exchange, it comes to be looked on 
as'light. I wish the farmer held it dearer, and would 
spend Vt only for real bread; force for force. 

The farmer’s dollar is heavy, and the clerk’s is 
light and nimble; leaps out of his pocket; jumps on 
to cards and faro-tables ; but still more curious is its 
susceptibility to metaphysical changes. It is the finest 
barometer df* social storms, and announces revolutions. 
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Every stop of civil advancement makes every man’s 
dollar worth more. 'In California, the country where 
it grew,—^v'hat woidd it buy ? A few years since, ib 
would buy a shanty, dysentery, hunger, bad company, 
and crime. There arc wide countries, like SilJeria, 
whore it would buy little else to-day than some petty 
mitigation of suffering. In Rome, it will buy beauty 
and magnificence. Forty years ago, a dollar would 
not buy much in Boston. Now it will buy a great 
deal more in «ur old town, thanks to Railroads, tele- 
grai)hs, steamers, and the contemporaneous growth of 
New York, and the whole coimtry. • Yet there are 
many goods appertaining to a capital city, which are 
not j’^ct purchasable here, no, not with a mountain of 
dollars. A <loIlar in Florida is not worth a dollaf in 
Ma.s.sachusctts. A dollar is not value, but representa¬ 
tive of value, and, at last, of moral values. A dollar 
is rated for the corn it will Vray, or, to speak strictly, 
not for the com or house-room, but for Athenian com, 
and Roman house-room,—for ihe nut, probity, and 
power, which we eat -bread and dwell in hoirses to 
share and exert. Wealth is mental; wealth is moral. 
The«ralue of a dollar is, to buy just things: a dollar 
goes on increasing in value with all the gbnius and 
all the virtue of the world. A dollar in a diversity 
is worth more than a dollar in a*jaU; in a temperate, 
schooled, law-abiding community, than in some sink 
of crime, where dice, knives, and arsenic^ are in coft- 
stant play. 

The “ Bank-Note Detector ” is a useful publication. 
But the current dollar, silver or paperfis itself the 
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detector of the right and wrong where it circulates. 
Is it not instantly enhaneod by the increase of equity? 
•If a trader refuses to sell his vote, or adheres to some 
odious right, ho makes so much more equity in Mas¬ 
sachusetts^ and every acre in the State is more 
worth, in the hour of his action. If you take out of 
State Street the ton honestest merchants, and put in 
ten roguish persons, controlling the same amomit of 
capital,—the rates of insurance will indicate it; the 
soundness of banks will show it; the highways will 
be I0.SS secure : the schools will feel it; the children 
null bring homo their little dose of the poison; the 
judge will sit less fiimly on the bench, and his 
deei.sions be less upright; ho has lost so much 
support and constraint,—which all need; and the 
pulpit will betray it, in a laxcr rule of life. An 
apj)le-trec, if you take out every day for a number of 
days a load of loam, and put in a load of sand about 
its roots,—will find it out. An apple-tree is a stupid 
kind of creature, but if this treatment be pursued 
for a short time, I think it would begin to mistrust 
something. And if you should take out of the 
powerful class engaged in trade a hundred good men, 
and put fii a hundred bad, or, what is just the same 
thing, introduce a demoralising institution, would 
' not the dollar, wjiidi is not much stupider than an 
apple-tree, presently find it out? The value of a 
dolliu- is social, as it is created by society. Every 
man who removes into this city, with any purchasable 
talent or skill in him, gives to every man’s labour in 
the city a nl'V woiih. If a talent is anyndiere born 
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into the -world, the community of nations is enriched ; 
and, much more, -with a now degree of probity. Thi 
exi)ense of crime, one of the principal charges o 
every nation, is so far stopped. In Europe, crime i; 
observed to increase or abate with the price of Ig'cad 
If the Rothschilds at Paris do not accejft bills, tin 
])eo])lo at Manchester, at Paisley, at Birmingham, an 
forced into the highway, .and landlords are shot dowi 
in Ireland. The police records attest it. The vibiTl 
tions are presently felt in New YorlcfNcw Orleans 
and Chicago. Not much otherwise, the economica 
po-sver touches the masses through thg political lords 
Rothschild refuses the Russian loan, and there ii 
pc.ace, and the harvests are s.avcd. He takes it, ant 
there is war, and an agitation through a large portioi 
of mankind, with every hideous result, ending ir 
revolution, .and a new order. 

Wealth brings with it its own checks and balances. 
The basis of political economy is non-interference 
The only safe rule is found,in the self-adjusting 
meter of demand and supply. Do not legislate, 
Meddle, and you snap the sinews with your sump 
tuaiy laws. Give no bounties: make equal laws 
secure life and property, and you need* not give 
alms. Open the doors of opportunity to ,falent*an<l 
aurtuc, and they will do thomselvcs jusUce, and 
property avill not be in bad hands. In a free 
and just commonwealth, property ruslyes from the 
idle and imbecile, to the industrious, brave, and 
persevering. 

The laws of nature play through l^ade, as a toy- 
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battery exhibits the effects of electricity. The level 
of the sea is not more surclj kept, than is the 
equilibrium of value in society, by the demand and 
supply ; and artifice or legislation punishes itself, 
by reactions, gluts, and bankruptcies. The sublime 
laws play indifferently through atoms and galaxies. 
Whoever knows what happens in the getting and 
spending of a loaf of bread and a pint of beer; that 
ifo wishing will change the rigorous limits of pints 
and penny loaves; that, for all that is„consumed, so 
much less remains in the basket and pot; but what 
is gone out of these is not wasted, but well sjient, 
if it nouri.sh his body, and enable him to finish 
•I'is task;—knows all of political economy that the 
budgets of empires can teach him. The interest of 
petty economy is this symbolisation of the great 
economy; the way in which a house, and a private 
man’s methods, tally with the solar system, and the 
laws of give and take, throughout nature; and, 
however wary wo are of the falsehoods and petty 
tricks which wo suicidally play off on each other, 
every man has a certain satisfaction, whenever his 
dealing touches on the inevitable facts; when, ho 
secs that things themselves dictate the price, as they 
always tend to do, and, in largo manufactures, are 
seen to do. Your paper is not fine or coarse enough, 
—is too heavy, or too thin. The manufacturer says, 
he will furnjsh you with just that thickness or thin¬ 
ness you want; the pattom is quite indifferent to 
him; here is his schedule;—any Variety of paper, as 
cheaper or deVrer, with the prices annexed. A |)Ound 
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i)f paper costs so inucli, aud you may have it made 
up in any pattern ymi fancy. 

There is in all our dealings a self-regulation thali 
supersedes chaffering. You udll rent a ^honse, but 
must have it cheap. Tlie owner ^«an reduce the rent, 
but so he incapacitates himself from making proper 
repairs, and the tenant gets not the house he would 
have, but a worse one ; besides that, a relation a little 
injurious is established lietwocn landlord and tenant. 
You dismiss your labourer, saying: “ i’atiick, I shall 
send for you as soon as I cannot do without you.” 
I’atrick goes off contented, for ho j^nows that the 
weeds will grow with the potatoes, the vines must 
be planUid next week, and, however unwilling you* 
may be, the cantelopcs, crook-necks, and cucumbers 
will scud for him. ^Vlio but must wish that all 
labour and value .should stand on the same simpde 
and surly m-arkctl If it is the best of its kind, it 
will. We must have joiner, locksmith, planter, 
}iriest, poet, doctor, cook, weaver, ostler; each in 
turn, through the yeac. 

If a St Michael’s i)ear sells for a shilling, it cost 
a slyjling to raise it If, in 13o.ston, the best securitie.s 
oiler twelve cent for money, they hav»! just six 
jicr cent of insecurity. You may not see tluit the line 
pear costs you a shilling, but itcosts the coiBmunity* 
so much. The shilling represents the number of 
enemies the pear has, and the amount, of risk hi ^ 
ripening it. The price of coal shows the narrowness 
of the coal-field, and a compulsory confinement of the 
miners to a certain district All salarie;^are reckoned 
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on contingent, as well as on actual services. “ If the 
wind were always south-wc.st by west^” said the 
•skipper, “women might take ships to sea.” One might 
say, that .-'ll things are of one price; that nothing is 
cheap or dear; and that the apparent disparities that 
strike us, are only a shopman’s trick of concealing the 
damage in your bargain. A youth coming into the 
city from his native Now Hampshire farm, with its 
hard faro still fresh in his remembrance, boards at a 
first-class hotfil, and believes he must .somehow have 
outwitted Dr. Franklin .and M.althus, for luxuries are 
cheap. But he pays for the one convenience of a better 
dinner, by the lo.ss of some of the richest social .and 
educational advantages. He has lost what guards! 
what incentives ! He will pcrh.aps find by and by, 
that ho left the Muses at the door of the hotel, and 
found the Furies inside. Money often costs too much, 
and power .and pleasure are not cheai). The ancient 
l)Oot said : “ The gods sell .all things at a fair price.” 

There is an example of the compens.ations in the 
commercial history of this -country. When the 
Kuropcan wars threw the carrying-trade of the world, 
from 1800 to 1812, into American bottoms, a scf'.'^urc 
was now'’and then made of an American ship. Of 
course, tie loss was serious to the owner, but the 
country was indemnified; for wo charged threepence 
a pound for carrying cotton, sixpence for tobacco, and 
Sh on; whkh paid for the risk and los.s, and brought 
into the country an immense prosperit}', early mar¬ 
riages, private wealth, the buihlihg of cities and 
of states: a;|fi, after the war was over, we received 
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compensation over and above, by treaty, for all the 
seizures. Well, thd Americans grow rich and great. 
But the pay-day comes round. Britain, France, and 
Germany, which our extraordinary promts had im¬ 
poverished, send out, attracted.by the fame oi our 
advantages, first their thousands, then their millions, 
of jwor people, to share the crop. At first, we employ 
them, and increase our prosperity: but, in the 
artificial system of society and of 2 >rotccted labour, 
which we al«) have adojitcd and enlarged, there come 
presently chcclvs and stoppages. Then wo refuse to 
emj)loy these jioor men. But thoj^ will not so be 
answered. They go into the poor rates, and, though 
we refuse wages, wo must now' pay the same amounP 
in the form of taxes. Again, it turns out that* the 
largest ju-oportion of- crimes are committed by 
foreigners. The cost of the crime, and the expense 
of courts, and of prisons, we must bear, and the 
•standing army of preventive police we mu,st pay. 
Tile cost of education of thc»posterity of this great 
colony I will not compute. But the gross amount 
of these costs will begin to pay back what wo thought 
war a nett gain from our transatlantic customers of 
1800. It is vain to refuse this payment! We can¬ 
not get rid of these people, and we cannot get rid 
of their will to be supiiorted. • That has liecome art 
inevitable element of our politics; and, for their 
votes, each of the dominant parties courts and assists , 
them to got it executed. Moreover, we have to jiay, 
not what would have contented them at home, but 
what they have learned to think neci^sary here; so 
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that opinion, fancy, and all manner of moral con¬ 
siderations comidicate the probleiii. 


There ai;e a^ few measures of economy which will 
hear cto be named without disgust; for the subject 
is tender, ahd wo may easily have too much of it ; and 
therein resembles the liideous animalcules of which 
our bodies arc built up,—which, offen.sive in the 
[iSrticular, yet compose valuable and effective masses. 
Our nature and genius force us to respect ends, whilst 
wo use means. We must use the means, and yet, 
in our mo.st accurate using, somehow screen and cloak 
them, as we can only give them any beauty, by a 
'‘reflection of the glory of the end. That is the good 
head, which scrvc.s the end, and commands the means. 
The rabble are corruiitcd by their means : the means 
are too strong for them, and they desert their end. 

1. The first of these measures is that each man’s 
expense must proceed from his character. As long 
as your genius buys, the investment is safe, though 
you spend like a monarck Nature arras each man 
with some faculty which enables him to do easily 
some feat impossible to any other, and thus makes 
him necessfary to society. This native determination 
guictes his labour and his spending. He wants an 
«quii)me‘iit of means “and tools proper to his talent. 
And to save on this point were to neutralise the 
sptcial strength and helpfulness of each mind. Do 
your work, respecting the excellence of the work, 
and not its acceptableness. This is so much economy, 
that, rightly i!)ad, it is the sum of economy. Protii- 
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gacy consists not in spending years of time or chests 
of money,—hut in spending them off the line of your 
career. The crime which bankrupts men and states is, 
jo]>work;—declining from your main design, to serve 
a turn here or there. Notliing is.bcneath you, ii it is 
in the direction of your life : nothing is ^eat or de¬ 
sirable, if it is oil' from that. I think wo are entitled 
here to draw a straight line, and say that soeiety ean 
never prosper, but must always be banknipt, until 
every man dqps that which ho was crc.tted to do. 

Spend for your expense, and retrench the expense 
which is not yours. Allston, the jiiynter, was wont 
to say that he built a plain house, and filled it with 
plain fui'niturc, because he would hold out no brilie 
to any to visit him, who had not similar tastes to*his 
own. Wo are sympathetic, and, like children, want 
everything we sec. But it is a large stride to inde- 
jicudence,—when a man, in the discovery of his proper 
talent, has sunk the necessity for false expenses. As 
the betrothed maiden, by on# secure affection, is 
relieved from a system of slaveries,—the daily incul¬ 
cated necessity of pleasing all,—so the man who has 
fouyd what ho can do, can spend on that, and leave 
all other spending. Montaigne said, “ When ho was 
a younger brother, he went brave in dress ejid equip¬ 
age, but afterwards Ids chateau and farms might 
answer for him.” Let a man who belongs to the class 
of nobles, those, namely, who have found out thdt 
they can do something, relieve himself of all vague 
squandering on objects not his. Let the realist not 
mind appearances. Let him delegate fo others the 
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costly courtesies and decorations of social life. The 
virtues are economists, but some of the vices are also. 
TJius, next to humility, I have noticed that pride is a 
pretty good husband. A good pride is, as I reckon 
it, worth from five hundred to fifteen hundred a year. 
Pride is handsome, economical; pride eradicates so 
many vices, letting none subsist but itself, tliat it 
seems as if it v'ere a great gain to exchange vanity 
for pride. Pride can go without domestics, without 
fine clothes, can live in a liouse with two rooms, can 
cat potato, purslain, beans, lyed corn, can work on the 
soil, can travel .afoot, can talk with poor men, or sit 
silent well contented in fine s.aloons. Put vanity costs 
money, labour, horse,s, juen, women, health, and peace, 
and is still nothing at last, a long way loading nowhere. 
—Only one drawlxack; proud pcojile arc intolerably 
selfish, and the vain arc gentle and giving. 

Art is a jealous mistress, and, if a in.an have a 
genius for painting, poetry, music, architecture, or 
philosojiliy, he niakc,s, a bad husband, and an ill pro¬ 
vider, and .should be wi.so in season, and not fetter 
himself with duties which will embitter his days, 
and spoil him for his proper work. We had ii\^this 
region, tw enty years ago, among our educated men, 
a sort of Arcadian fanatioi.5m, a passionate desire to 
go upon the land, aind unite farming to intellectual 
pursuits. Many effected their purpose, and made the 
dxporimenh and some became downright ploughmen; 
but all were cured of their faith that scholarship an<l 
practical farming (I mean, with one’s own hands) 
could be united. 
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With brow bent, Avith firm intent, the jiale scholar 
leaves his desk to 'draw a freer breath, and get a 
jnster statement of his thought, in the garden-walk. 
He stoojis to pidl up a juuslain, or ^a dpek, that is 
choking the young com, and finds there are .two ; 
close behind the last is a third; he reaches out his 
hand to a fourth; behind that are four thousand and 
one. He is heated and untuned, and, by and by, 
Avakes up fi-om his idiot dream of chickweek and rc3l- 
root, to i'cm(;mber his morning thought, and to find 
that, with his adamantine purposes, he has been 
duped by a dandelion. A garden ij like those per¬ 
nicious machineries we read of, every month, in the 
newspapers, which catch a man’s coat-skirt or lvis» 
hand, and draAV in his arm, his log, and liis Avliole , 
body, to irresistible destruction. In an evil hour he 
liullcd doAvn his wall, and added a field to his home¬ 
stead. No land is bad, but land is Avorse. If a man 
own laud, the land OAvns him. Now let him leave 
homo, if he dare. Every troe^nd graft, every hill of 
melons, roAv of corn, or quickset hedge, all he has 
done, and all he means to do, stand in his way, like 
dqjis, when he would go out of his gate. The devo¬ 
tion to these vines and trees he finds* poisonous. 
Long free walks, a circuit of miles, free hi.s brain* and 
seiwe his body. Long marches are no hardship to 
him. He believes he composes easily on the hills'. 
But this pottering in a feAV square yards^ of garden is 
ilispiriting and drivelling. The smell of the plants 
has drugged him, and robbed him of energy. He 
finds a catalepsy in his bones. Ho groWs peevish and 
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poor-spirited. Tiro genius of reading and of garden¬ 
ing are antagonistic, like resinous and vitreous electri¬ 
city. One is concentrativc in sp.arks and shocks: the 
other is diffuse, strength; so that each disqualifies its 
workman for the otiicr’s duties. 

An engraver whose hands must bo of an exquisite 
delicacy of stroke shordd not lay stone walls. Mir 
David Jirowstor giA'cs exact instructions for micro¬ 
scopic observation:—“Lie down on your back, and 
hold the single lens and object over your eye,” etc. 
etc. How much more tins seeker of abstract truth, 
who needs periods of isolation, and rajrt concentration, 
and almost a going out of the body to think! 

' •• 2. Spend after your genirrs, <ind hr/ ar/stcin. Nature 
goes by rule, not by sallies and saltations. There 
must be system in the economics. Saving and unex- 
pensivcncss -will not keep the most pathetic family 
from ruin, nor will bigger incomes make free spending 
.safe. The secret of success lies never in the amount 
of money, but in the iwlation of income to outgo ; as 
if, after expense has been fixed at a cort.ain point, 
then new and steady rills of income, though never so 
small, being added, wealth begins. But irt ordina.'’y, 
as means increase, spending increases faster, so that 
larg(! irrco.mes, in England and elsewhere, are found 
not to h6lp mattersthe eating quality of debt does 
not relax its voracity. When the cholera is in the 
potato, what, is the use of planting larger crops ? In 
England, the richest cormtry in the universe, I was 
assured by shrewd observers that great lords and 
ladies had nefmore guineas to give away than other 
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jjcople; that liberality with money is as rare, and its 
immediately famous a virtue, as it is here. Want is 
a growing giant whom the coat of Have was never 
large enough to cover. I remember in^Wsywickshire, 
to have been shown a fair man^, still in the #amc 
name as in Shakspeare’s time. The rent-'roll, I was 
told, is some fourteen thousand pounds a year: but, 
when the second son of the Tate proprietor was born, 
the father was perplexed how to provide for bird. 
The eldest soji must inherit the manor; what to do 
with this supernumerary 1 He was advised to breed 
him for the Church, and to settle hiy in the rector¬ 
ship, which was in the gift of the family; which was 
done. It is a general rule in that countiy, that bigger • 
incomes do not help anybody. It is commonly»ob- 
served, that a sudden wealth, like a prize drawn in a 
lottery, or a large bequest to a poor family, does not 
permanently enrich. They have served no appren¬ 
tice,ship to wealth, and, with tho rapid ■w'oalth, come 
rapid claims: which they do i\ot know how to deny, 
and the treasure is qujckly dissipated. 

A system must bo in every economy, or the best 
.single expedients are of no avail A farm is a good 
thing, when it begins and ends with itself^ and docs 
not need a salary, or a shop, to eke it out. Thus,'the 
cattle are a main link in the chain-ring. If 'the non-- 
conformist or {esthetic farmer leaves out tho cattle, 
and does not also leave out the want which tho cattle 
must supply, he must fill the gap by begging or 
stealing. When men now alive w'ere born, the farm 
yielded everything that was consumed- on it. The 
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farm yielded no money, and the farmer got on with¬ 
out. If he fell sick, his neighbours came in to his 
aid: each gave a day’s work; or a half day; or lent 
his yoke (^f oxen, or his horse, and kept his work 
even*; hoed his potatoes, mowed his hay, reaped his 
rye; well 'knowing that no man could aflbrd to hire 
labour, without selling his land. In autumn, a farmer 
could sell an ox or a hog, and get a little money to 
{lay taxes withal Now, the farmer buys almost all 
he consume8,-«-tin-wai’c, cloth, sugar, tea, coffee, fish, 
coal, railroad-tickets, and newspapers. 

A master iij each art is required, because the 
practice is never with still or dead subjects, but they 
■ ehange in your hands. You think farm-buildings 
and broad acres a solid property: but its value is 
flowing like water. It requires as much watching as 
if you were decanting wine from a cask. The farmer 
knows what to do with it, stojjs every leak, turns all 
the streamlets to one reservoir, and decants wine: 
but a blunderhead cpmes out of Comhill, tries his 
hand, and it all leaks away. „So is it with granite 
streets, or timber townships, as with frait or flowera 
Nor is any investment so permanent, that it can be 
allowed te remain without incessant watching, as the 
history of each attempt to lock U{j an inheritance 
► througlf two generations for an unborn inheritor 
may show. 

• When Mr. Cockayne takes a cottage in the country, 
and will keep his cow, he thinks a cow is a creature 
that is fed on hay, and gives a pail of milk twice a 
day. But the cow that he buys gives milk for three 
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months; then her bag dries up. What to do with a 
dry cowl who will buy her? Perhaps he bought 
also a yoke of oxen to do his work; but they get 
blown and lame. What to do with blciwn «,nd lame 
oxen ? The fai'mer fats his, after ,*he spring work is 
done, and kills them in the fall. But 'how can 
Cockayne, who has no pastures, and leaves his 
cottage daily in the cars, at business hours, be 
pothered with fatting and killing oxen ? He plants 
trees; but ther^ must be crops, to keeit the trees in 
ploughed land. What shall be the crops ? He will 
have nothing to do with trees, but wUl have grass. 
After a year or two, the grass must bo turned up and 
ploughed : now what erops ? Credulous Cockayne ! 

3. Help comes in the custom of the countrjr, 
and the rule of Tinjiera parendo. The rule is not to 
dictate, nor to insist on carrying out each of your 
schemes by ignorant wilfulncss, but to loam practi¬ 
cally the secret spoken from all nature, that things 
themselves refuse to be mismanaged, and w'ill show 
to the watchful their ©-svn law. Nobody need stir 
hand or foot. The custom of the country will do it 
all. J know not how to build or to o'ant; neither 
how to buy wood, nor what to do with the hbuse-lot, 
the field, or the wood-lot, when bought. «Never 
fear: it is all settled how it shall be, long beforehand, 
in the custom of the country, whether to sand, or 
whether to clay it, when to plough, and how to dress, 
whether to grass, or to corn; and you cannot help or 
hinder it. Nature has her own best mode of doing 
each thing, and she has somewhere told it plainly, if 
VOT.. H 
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we will keep our eyes and ears open. If not, she will 
not be slow in undeceiving us; when wo prefer our 
own way to hers. How often wc must remember the 
art of the surgeon, which, in rejdacing the broken 
bonsa, contents itself with releasing the parts from 
false position; they fly into place by the action of 
the muscles. On this art of nature all our aits rely. 

Of the two eminent engineers in the recent con¬ 
struction of railways in England, Mr. Brmiel went 
straight front terminus to terminus, through moun¬ 
tains, over streams, crossing highways, cutting ducal 
estates in two, and shooting through this man’s 
cellar, and that man’s attic window, and so arriving at 
“his end, at great pleasure to geometers, but with cost 
t(S his company. Mr. Stephenson, on the contrary, 
believing that the river knows the way, followed his 
valley, as implicitly as our Western Eailroad follows 
the Westfield Eiver, and turned out to bo the safest and 
cheapest engineer. Wc say the cows laid out Boston. 
Well, there are worse surveyors. Every pedestrian in 
our pastures has frequent occasion to thank the cows 
for cutting the best path through the thicket, and 
over the hills: and travellers and Indians know the 
value ofa buffalo-trail, which is sure to be the easiest 
possible pass through the ridge. 

When a citizen, <rc.sh from Dock Square, or Milk 
Street, comes out and buys land in the country, his 
■first thought is to a fine outlook from his udndows: 
his library must command a western view: a sunset 
every day, bathing the shoulder of Blue Hills, Wachu- 
sett, and the peaks of Monadnoc and Uncanoonuc. 
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What* thirty acres and all this magnificence for 
fifteen hundred dollars! It would be cheap at fifty 
thousand. He proceeds at once, his eyes dim with 
tears of joy, to fix the spot for his comer-stijne. But 
the man who is to level the ground thinks it will 
take many hundred loads of gravel to fill the hollow 
to the road. The stone-mason who should build the 
well thinks he shall have to dig forty feet: the baker 
doubts ho shall never like to drive up to the door: 
the practical ngighbour cavils at the pesition of the 
bam; and the citizen comes to know that his pre¬ 
decessor the farmer built the house in,the right spot 
for the sun and wind, the spring, and water-drainage, 
and the convenience to the pasture, the garden, the< 
field, and the road. So Dock Square yields the 
point, and things have their own way. Use has 
made the farmer wise, and the foolish citizen leams 
to take his counsel. From step to step he comes 
at last to surrender at discretion. The farmer affects 
to take his orders; but the citizqp says. You may ask 
me as often as you will, and in what ingenious forms, 
for an opinion concerning the mode of building my 
wall„or sinking my weU, or laying out my acre, but 
the ball wiU rebound to yoa These are nmttcrs on 
which I neither know, nor need to know anything. 
These ai-e questions wliich you and not \ shall 
answer. 

Not less, within doors, a system settles itself 
paramount and tyrannical over master and mistress, 
servant and child, cousin and acquaintance. ’Tis in 
vain that genius or virtue or energy of character strive 
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and cry against it. This is fate. And ’tis very well 
that the poor husband reads in a book of a new way 
of living, and resolves to adopt it at home: let him 
go homo and,try it, if he dare. 

4. Another pokjt of economy is to look for seed of 
the same'kind as you sow: and not to hope to buy 
one kind with another kind. Friendship buys friend¬ 
ship ; justice, justice ; military merit, military success. 
Good husbandry finds wife, children, and household. 
The good merchant large gains, ships, stocks, and 
money. The good poet fame, and Utcrary credit; 
but not either^ the other. Yet there is commonly a 
confusion of expectations on these points. Hotspur 
lives for the moment; praises himself for it; and 
dbspises Furlong, that he docs not. Hotspur, of 
course, is poor; and Furlong a good provider. The 
odd circumstance is, that Hotspur thinks it a superi¬ 
ority in himself, this improvidence, which ought to 
be rewarded with Furlong’s lands. 

I have not at all completed my design. But we 
must not leave the topic, without casting one glance 
into the interior recesses. It is a doctrine of i)hilo- 
sophy, that man is a being of degrees; that there is 
nothing* in the world, which is not repeated in his 
body; ,his body being a sort of miniature or summary 
of the*world : then that there is nothing in his body, 
which is not repeated as in a celestial sphere in his 
‘mind: then, there is nothing in his brain, which is 
not repeated in a higher sphere, in his moral system. 

5. Now these things are so in Nature. All things 
ascend, and the royal rule of economy is, that it 
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should ascend also, or, whatever we do must always 
have a higher aim. ‘Thus it is a maxim, that money 
is another kind of blood. Peemia alter sanguis: or, 
the estate of a man is only a larger kin^ of»body, and 
admits of regimen analogous to his Jjodily circulations. 
So there is no maxim of the merchant, l.g. “Best 
use of money is to pay debts;” “Every business by 
itself;” “Best time is present time;” “The right 
investment is in tools of your trade;” or the like,* 
which docs npt admit of an extended sense. The 
counting-room maxims liberally expounded are laws 
of the Universe. Tlie merchant’s econpmy is a coarse 
symbol of the soid’s economy. It is to spend for 
power, and not foi' pleasure. It is to invest income / 
that is to say, to take up particulars into generals; 
days into integral eras,—literary, emotive, practical, 
of its life, and still to ascend in its investment. The 
merchant has but one rule, absarb and invest: ho is to 
bo cajntalist: the scraps and filings must be gathered 
back into the crucible; the gas,and smoke must be 
burned, and earnings njust not go to increase expense, 
but to capital again. Well, the man must be capitalist 
Wil^ he spend his income, or will he invest? His 
body and every organ is imder the same ft,w. His 
body is a jar, in which the liquor of life i^ stored. 
Will he spend for pleasuru ? The way to \uin is 
short and facile. Will he not spend, but hoard for 
power ? It passes through the sacred fermentations; 
by that law of Nature whereby everything climbs to 
higher platforms, and bodily vigour becomes mental 
and moral vigour. The bread he eats is first strength 
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and animal spirits; it becomes, in higher laboratories, 
imagery and thought; and in still higher results, 
courage and endmunce. This is the right compound 
interest; ,^this is capital doubled, quadrupled, cen¬ 
tupled ; man raised, to his highest power. 

The true thrift is always to spend on the higher 
plane ; to invest and invest, with keener avarice, that 
he may spend in spiritual creation, and not in 
'augmenting animal existence. Nor is the man en¬ 
riched, in repeating the old experiments of animal 
sensation, nor unless, through new powers and ascend¬ 
ing pleasures, he knows himself by the actual experi¬ 
ence of higher good to be already on the way to the 
■ highest. 
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Can rules or tutors educate 
The semigod whom we await ? 

He must be musical. 

Tremulous, impressional, 

Alivo to geutlo iufluejico 
Of landscape and of sky. 

And tender to the spirit-touch 
Of man’s or maiden’s eye : 

Cut, to his native centre fast. 

Shall into Future fuse the Fast, 

And the world’s flowing fates iu his own 
mould recast. 




CULTURE. 


'The word of ambition at the prcseniiday is Culture. 
Whilst all tlie world is in pursuit of power, and of 
wealth as a means of power, culture corrects the 
theory of success,/ A man is the prisoner of his 
power. A topical memory makes him an almana^ i 
a talent for debate, a disputant; skill to get meney 
makes him a miser, that is, a beggar. /Culture re¬ 
duces these inflammations by invoking the aid of 
other powers against the dominant talent, and by 
appealing to the rank of powers. It watches success.^ 
For performance. Nature has no mercy, and sacrifices 
the performer to got it done; makes a dropsy or a 
tympany of him. If she wants a thumb, she makes 
one at the cost of arms and legs, and any excess of 
power in one part is usually paid for at once by some 
defect in a contiguous part 
t)ur efficiency depends so much on our loncentra, 
tion, that Nature usually, in the instances where a 
marked man is sent into the world, overloads him 
with bias, sacrificing his symmetry to his working 
po'^er. It is said, no man can write but one book; 
and if a man have a defect, it is apt to leave its 
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impression on ail his performances. If she creates a 
jjoliceman like Fonchd, be is made up of suspicions 
and of plots to circumvent them. “The air,” said 
Fouch6, “ i^ full of poniards.” The physician Sanc- 
toriu? spent his life, in a pair of scales, weighing his 
food. Lord Coke valued Chaucer highly, because the 
Canon Yeman’s Tale illustrates the statute JBen. V. 
Ciuip. 4, against alchemy^ I saw a man who believed 
tie principal mischiefs in the English State were de¬ 
rived from theedevotion to musical concerts. A free¬ 
mason, not long since, set out to explain to this country 
that the principal cau.se of the .succo,sa of General Wash¬ 
ington was the aid he derived from the freemasons. 

« . But worse than the harping on one string. Nature 
haa> secured individualism, by giving the private 
person a high conceit of his weight in the system. 
The pest of society is egotists. There are dull and 
bright, sacred and profane, coarse and fine egotists. 
’Tis a disease that, like influenza, falls on all consti¬ 
tutions. In the distemper known to physicians as 
chorea, the patient sometimes turns round, and con¬ 
tinues to spin slowly on one spot. Is egotism a 
metaphysical varioloid of this malady 1 The man 
runs round a ring formed by his own talent, falls into 
an admiration of it, and loses relation to the world. 
i.It is a tendency in all minds. One of its annoying 
forms is a craving for sympathy. The sufferers 
parade their miseries, tear the lint from their bruises, 
reveal their indictable crimes, that you may pity 
them. They like sickness, because physical pain will 
extort some show of interest from the bystanders, as 
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we hare seen cblldron, who, finding themselves of no 
account when grown people come in, will cough til] 
they choke, to draw attention. 

This distemper is the scourge of talent,j—of artists, 
inventors, and philosophers. Imminent spiriti^^sts 
shall have an incapacity of putting their act or word 
aloof from them, and seeing it bravely for the nothing 
it is. Beware of the man Who says, “ I am on the 
eve of a revelation.” It is speedily punished, inas¬ 
much as this habit invites men to humour it, and by 
treating the patient tenderly, to shut him up in a 
narrower sclfism, and exclude him^from the great 
world of God’s cheerful fallilde men and women. 
Let us rather be insulted, whilst we are insultablp.. 
Religious literature has eminent examples, and if we 
run over our private list of poets, critics, philanthro¬ 
pists, and philosophers, we shall find them infected 
with this dropsy and elephantiasis, which wo ought to 
have tapped. 

This goitre of egotism is so frequent among notable 
persons, that we must infer some strong necessity in 
nature wliich it subserves; such as we see in the 
sexual attraction. The preservation of the species 
was a point of such necessity, that Nature has secured 
it at all hazards by immensely overloadmg the passlOTJ" 
at the risk of perpetual crime and disorder.^ So ego» 
tism has its root in the cardinal necessity by which 
each individual persists to be what he is. 

This individuahty is not only not inconsistent with 
culture, but is the basis of ih Every valuable nature 
is there in its own right, and tlie student we speak to 
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must have a motherwit invincible by his culture, 
which uses all books, arts, facilities, and elegancies of 
intercourse, but is never subdued and lost in them. 
He only is & well-made man who has a good determina- 
tionji, And the end, of culture is not to destroy this, 
God forbid! but to train away all impediment and 
mixture, and leave nothing but pure power. Our 
student must have a style and determination, and be 
a master in his own specialty. But, having this, he 
must put it behind him. He must have a catholicity, 
a power to see with a free and disengaged look every 
object. Yet is .this private interest and self so over¬ 
charged, that, if a man seeks a companion who can 
fl«ok at objects for their own sake, and without affec¬ 
tion or self-reference, he will find the fewest who will 
give him that satisfaction; whilst most men are 
afflicted with a coldness,’an incimosity, as soon as any 
object does not connect with their self-love. Though 
they talk of the object before them, they are thinking 
of themselves, and their vanity is laying little traps 
for your admiration. 

But after a man has discovered that there are 
limits to the interest which his private history has 
for mankind, he still converses •with his family, or a 
few companions,—^perhaps with half a dozen person- 
•alities that are famous in his neighbourhood. In 
Boston, the question of life is the names of some 
eight or ten men. Have you seen Mr. Allston, 
Doctor Chanuing, Mr. Adams, Mr. Webster, Mr. 
Greenough? Have you heard Everett, Garrison, 
Father Taylor, Theodore Parker 1 Have you talked 
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with Messieurs Turbinowheel, Summitlevel, and Lacof- 
rapees ? Then you may as well die. In New York, 
the question is of some other eight, or ten, or twenty. 
Have you seen a few lawyers, merchants, aijd brokers, 
—two or three scholars, two or three capitalists,»two 
or three editors of newspapers? New York is a 
sucked orange. All conversation is at an end, when 
we have discharged oursclvcs*of a dozen personalities, 
domestic or imported, which make up our Americas 
existence. IJor do we ex 2 )ect anybody to be other 
than a faint cojiy of these heroes. 

Life is very narrow. Bring any c]ub or company 
of intelligent men together again after ten yeare, and 
if the presence of some penetrating and calming genius* 
could disijose them to frankness, what a confession of 
insanities would come up! The “ causes ” to which 
we have sacrificed, Tarifl' or Democracy, Whigism or 
Abolition, Temperance or Socialism, would show like 
roots of bitterness and dragons of wrath: and our 
talents are as mischievous as ifc each had been seized 
upon by some bird o^ prey, Avhich had whisked him - 
away from fortune, from truth, from the dear society 
of .the poets, some zeal, some bias, and only when he 
was now gray and nerveless, was it relaxing its claws, 
and he awaking to sober perceptions. 

Culture is the suggestion from certain best Hiouglits,* 
that a man has a range of affinities, through which he 
can modulate the violence of any master-tones that 
have a droning preponderance in his scale, and succour 
Mm against himself. Culture redresses his balance, 
puts him among his equals and superiors, revives the 
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delicious sense of sympathy, and warns him of the 
dangers of solitude and repulsion. 

’Tis not a compliment but a disparagement to con¬ 
sult a man .only on horses, or on steam, or on theatres, 
or on eating, or on books, and, whenever ho appears, 
considerately to turn the conversation to the bantling 
he is known to fondle. In the Norse heaven of our 
forefathers, Thor’s house"^ had five hundred and forty 
floors; and man’s house has five hundred and forty 
floors. His excellence is facility of adaptation and of 
transition through many related points, to wide con¬ 
trasts and extr^es. Cultiu'c kills his exaggeration, 
his conceit of his village or his city. Wo must 
•leave our pets at home, when we go into the street, 
and meet men on broad grounds of good meaning and 
good sense. No performance is wrorth loss of geniality. 
’Tis a cruel price we pay for certain fancy goods called 
fine arts and philosophy. In the Norse legend, All- 
fadir did not get a drink of Mimir’s spring (the foun¬ 
tain of wisdom) until ho left his eye in pledge. And 
hero is a pedant that cannot unfold his wrinkles, nor 
conceal his wrath at interruption by the best, if their 
conversation do not fit his impertinency, — here is 
he to afflict us vrith his personalities. ’Tis incident to 
scholars, that each of them fancies he is pointedly 
•odious ii^ his community. Draw him out of this limbo 
of imtability. Cleanse with healthy blood his pai'ch- 
mfint skin. You restore to him his eyes which he left 
in pledge at Mimir’s spring. If you are the victim of 
your doing, who cares what you do 1 We can spare 
your opera, your gazetteer, your chemic analysis, your 



IV.] 


CULTUKE. 


Ill 


history, your syllogisms. Your man of gemus pays 
dear for his distinction. His head runs up into a 
spire, and instead of a healthy man, merry and wise, 
he is some mad dominie. Nature is recyess of the 
individual. When she has points.to carry, she catties 
them. To wade in marshes and sca-margins is the 
destiny of certain birds, and they are so accurately 
made for this, that they arc imprisoned in those 
places. Each animal out of its hahitat would starvS: 
To the physijian, each man, each woman, is an ampli¬ 
fication of one organ. A soldier, a locksmith, a bank- 
clerk, and a dancer, could not excjiange functions. 
And thus wo are victims of adaptation. 

The antidotes again.st this organic egotism ar*,i 
the range and variety of attractions, as gained by 
acquaintance with the world, with men of merit, with 
classes of society, with travel, with eminent persons, 
and with the high resources of philosophy, art, and 
religion; books, travel, society, soUtude. 

The hardiest sceptic who l^s seen a horse broken, 
a pointer trained, or who has visited a menagerie, or 
the exhibition of the Industrious Fleas, will not deny 
the validity of education. “ A boy,” says Plato, “ is 
the most vicious of all ivild beasts; ” and, in the same 
spirit, the old English poet Gascoigne says, “ a boy 
is better unborn than untaught.” The cily breeds 
one kind of speech and manners; the back-countiy a 
different style; the sea, another; the army, a fourth. 
We know that an array which can be confided in 
may bo formed by discipline; that by systematic dis- 
ciphno all men may be made heroes : Marshal Lannes 
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said to a French oflScer, “ Know, Colonel, that none 
but a poltroon will boast that he never was afraid.” 
A great part of courage is the courage of having done 
the thing before. And, in all human action, those 
facul'^ies will be strong which are used. Robert Owen 
said, “Give me a tiger, and I will educate him.” 
’Tis inhuman to want faith in the power of education, 
since to meliorate is the law of nature; and men are 
valued precisely as they exert onward or meliorat¬ 
ing force. On the other hand, poltroonery is the 
acknowledging an inferiority to bo incurable. 

Incapacity of, melioration is the only mortal dis¬ 
temper. There are people who can never understand 
u. trope, or any second or expanded sense given to 
you: words, or any humour; but remain literalists, 
after hearing the muac, and poetry, and rhetoric, and 
wit, of seventy or eighty years. They are past the help 
of surgeon or clergy. But even these can understand 
pitchforks and the cry of fire ! and I have noticed in 
some of this class a marked dislike of earthquakes. 

Let us make our education brave and preventive. 
Politics is an after-work, a poor patching. We are 
always a little late. The evil is done, the law is 
passed, and we begin the uphill agitation for repeal of 
that of which we ought to have prevented the enact¬ 
ing. Wd'shall one day learn to supersede politics by 
education. What wo call our root-and-branch reforms 
of 'slavery, war, gambling, intemperance, is only medi¬ 
cating the symptoms. We must begin higher up, 
namely, in Education. 

Our arts and tools give to him who can handle 
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them much the same advantage over the novice, as if 
you extended his life, ten, fifty, or a hundred years. 
And I think it the part of good sense to provide every 
fine soul with such culture, that it shall/iot,« at thirty 
or forty years, have to say, “Thi^Jtvhich I might^o 
is made hopeless through my want of weapons.” 

But it is conceded that much of our training fails 
of effect; that all success is hazardous and rare ; that' 
a large part of our cost and pains is thrown away. 
Nature takes Jhe matter into her otvll hands, and, 
though we must not omit any jot of our system, we 
can seldom bo sure that it has availed much, or, that 
as much good would not have accrued from a diflerent 
system. 

Books, as containing the finest records of humSn 
•ndt, must always enter into our notion of culture. 
The best heads that over existed, Pericles, Plato, 
Julius Osesar, Shakspearo, Goethe, Milton, were well- 
read, universally educated men, and quite too wise to 
undervalue letters. Their opinion has weight, because 
they had means of knowing the opposite opinion. We 
look that a great man should be a good reader, or, in 
proportion to the spontaneous power should be the 
assimilating power. Good criticism is very rare, and 
always precious. I am always happy to meet persons 
who perceive the transcendent superiority of Shak- 
speare over all other writers. I like people who like 
Plato. Because this love does not consist with self-' 
conceit 

But books are good only as far as a boy is ready 
for them. He sometimes gets ready very slowly. 

VOL. V. . , I 
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You send your child to the schoolmaster, but ’tis the 
schoolboys who educate him. You send him to the 
Latin clasp, but much of his tuition comes, on his 
way to school, from the shop-windows. You like the 
strict rules and the long terms; and he finds his best 
leading in a by-way of his own, and refuses any com¬ 
panions but of his choosing. He hates the grammar 
and Gradvs, and loves guns, fishing-rods, horses, and 
boats. Well, the boy is right; and you are not fit to 
direct his bringing up, if your theorjr leaves out his 
gymnastic training. Archery, cricket, gun and fishing- 
rod, horse and boat, are all educators, liberalisers; 
and so are dancing, dress, an^ the street talk; and, 
—provided only the boy has resources, and is of a 
noble and ingenuous strain,—these will not serve him 
less than the books. He learns chess, whist, dancing, 
and theatricals. The father observes that another boy 
has learned algebra and geometry in the same time. 
But the first boy has acquired much more than these 
poor ^ames along with them. He is infatuated for 
weeks with whist and chess; but presently will find 
out, as you did, that when he rises frqm the game too 
long played, he is vacant and forlorn, and despises 
fiimself. Thenceforward it takes place with other 
thing^ and has its due weight in his experience. 
These minor skills and accomplishments—for example, 
dancing—are tickets of admission to the dress-circle of 
mankind, and the being master of them enables the 
youth to judge intelligently of much on which, other¬ 
wise, he would give a pedantic-squint Landor said, 
“I have suffered more from my bad dancing than 
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from all the misfortunes and miseries of my life put 
together.” Provided always the boy is teachable 
(for we are not proposing to make a statue out of 
punk), football, cricket, archery, swimnjing;* skating, 
climbing, fencing, riding, are lesions in the art'of 
power, which it is his main business to learn *—^riding, 
specially, of which Lord Ilerbert of Cherbury said, 
“A good rider on a good horse is as much above him¬ 
self and others as the world can make him.” Besides, 
the gun, fishing^od, boat, and horse, constitute, among 
all who use them, secret freemasonries. They are as 
if they belonged to one club. 

There is also a negative value in these arts. Their 
chief use to the youtli is, not amusement, but to b( 
knowp for 'v^iat they are, and not to remain to hiln 
occasions of heartburn. We are full of superstitions. 
Each class fixes its eyes on the advantages it has not; 
the refined, on rude strength; the democrat, on birth 
and breeding. One of the benefits of a college educa¬ 
tion is, to show the boy its little avail. I knew a 
leading man in a leading city, who, having set his 
heart on an c(Jjication at the university, and missed 
it, could never quite feel himself the equal pf his own 
brothers who had gone thither. Ilis easy superiority 
to multitudes of pi-ofessional men could never quite 
countervail to him this imaginary defect. Balls, 
riding, wine-parties, and billiards, pass to a poor boy 
for something fine and romantic, which they are not 
and a free admission to them on an" equal footing, if 
it were possible, only once or twice, would be worth 
ten times its cost, by undeceiving him. 
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I am not much an advocate for travelling, and I 
observe that men run away to other countries because 
they are not good in their own, and run back to their 
own becajose Jhey pass for nothing in the new places. 
Fob the most past only the light characters travel. 
Who are you that have no task to keep you at homo 1 
I have been quoted as saying captious things about 
travel; but I mean to do justice. I think there is a 
restlessness in our people, which argues want of char¬ 
acter. All Educated Americans, first or last, go to 
Europe;—perhaps, because it is their mental home, 
as the invalido habits of this country might suggest. 
An eminent teacher of girls said, “ The idea of a girl’s 
education is, whatever qualifies them for going to 
Europe.” Can we never extract this tape-worm of 
Europe from the brain of our countrymen 1 One sees 
very well what their fate must be. He that does not 
fill a place at home, cannot abroad. He only goes 
there to hide his insignificance in a larger crowd. You 
do not think you will find anything there which you 
have not seen at home ? The stufi' of all countries is 
just the same. Do you suppose there is any country 
where they do not scald milk-pans, and swaddle the 
infants, and bum the brushwood, and broil the fish ? 
What ^is trae anywhere is true everywhere. And let 
him go where he will, he can only find so much beauty 
or worth as he caixics. 

Of course, for some men, travel may be useful. 
Naturalists, discoverers, and sailors are bom. Some 
men are made for couriers, exchangers, envoys, mis¬ 
sionaries, bearers of despatches, as others are for 
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fanners and working-men. And if the man is of a 
light and social turn, and Nature has aimed to make 
a legged and winged creature, framed for locomotion, 
we must follow her hint, and furnish Vim With that 
breeding which gives currency, a,“i sedulously as w^th 
that which gives worth. But let us not be pedantic, 
but allow to travel its full effect. The boy grown up 
on the farm, which he has never left, is said in the 
country to have had no chmee, and boys and men 
of that condition look upon work on %, railroad, or 
dnidgery in a city, as opportunity. Poor country 
boys of Vermont and Connecticut formerly owed what 
knowledge they had to their peddling trips to the 
Southern States. California and the Pacific Coast' 
is now the university of this class, as Virginia was m 
old times. “ To have some chance ” is their word. And 
the phrase “to know the world,” or to travel, is 
synonymous with all men’s ideas of advantage and 
superiority. No doubt, to a man of sense, travel 
offers advantages. As many languages as he has, as 
many friends, as many arts and trades, so many times 
is ho a man. A foreign country is a point of com¬ 
parison, wherefrom to judge his own. Oi^e use of 
travel is, to recommend the books and works of home 
[we go to Europe to be Americanised]; and ijpother, 
to find men. For, as Nature has put fruits apart in 
latitudes, a new fniit in every dcgi'ee, so knowledge 
and fine moral quality she lodges in distant men. And 
thus, of the six or seven teachers whom each man 
wants among his contemporaries, it often happens that 
one or two of them live on the other side of the world. 
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Moreover, there is in every constitution a certain 
solstice, when the stars stand still in our inward 
firmament, and when there is required some foreign 
force, sotiie diversion or alterative to prevent stagna¬ 
tion. And, as a medical remedy, travel seems one of 
the best. Just as a man witnessing the admirable 
efiect of ether to lull pain, and meditating on the 
contingencies of wounds, cancers, lockjaws, rejoices in 
Dr. Jackson’s benign discovery, so a man who looks 
at Paris, at Naples, or at London, sayr, “ If I should 
be driven from my own home, here, at least, my 
thoughts can bo consoled by the most prodigal amuse¬ 
ment and occupation which the human race in ages 
could contrive and accumulate.” 

Akin to the benefit of foreign travel, the ajsthetic 
value of railroads is to unite the advantages of town 
and country life, neither of which we can spare. A 
man should live in or near a large town, because, let 
his own genius bo what it maj^, it will repel quite as 
much of agreeable and valuable talent as it draws, 
and, in a city, the total attraction of all tho citizens 
is sure to conquer, first or last, every repul.sion, and 
drag tho most improbable hermit ndtliin its walls 
^ome day in the year. In town, he can find the 
swimming-school, tho gymnasiiun, the dancing-master, 
the shooting-galleiy, opera, theatre, and panorama; the 
chemist’s shop, tho museum of natural history; tho 
gallery of fine arts; the national orators, in their 
turn; foreign travellers, the libraries, and his club. 
In the country, he can find solitude and reading, 
manly labour, cheap living, and Ins old shoes; moors 
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for game, hills for geology, and groves for devotion. 
Aubrey writes, “I have heard Thomas Hobbes say, 
that, in the Earl of Devon’s house, in Derbyshire, 
there was a good library and books eijou^ for him, 
and his lordship stored the librajy with what bdf)ks 
he thought fit to be bought. But the want of good 
conversation was a very great inconvenience, and, 
though he conceived he could order his thinking as 
well as another, yet he found a great defect. In the 
country, in loqg time, for want of goodf conversation, 
one’s understanding and invention contract a moss on 
them, like an old paling in an orchard*” 

Cities give us collision. ’Tis said, London and 
New York take the nonsense out of a man. A* 
great part of our education is sympathetic and socfal. 
Boys and girls who have been brought up with well- 
informed and superior people, show in their manners 
an inestimable grace. Fuller says that “William, 
Earl of Nassau, won a subject from the King of 
Spain every time he put oil' his hat.” You cannot 
have one well-bred man, without a whole society 
of such. They keep each other up to any high 
point. Especially women;—it requires a grpat many 
cultivated women,—saloons of bright, elegant, read¬ 
ing women, accustomed to ease and refinement, to 
spectacles, pictures, sculpture, poetry, and to elegant 
society, in order that you should have one Madame 
de Stael. The head of a commercial house, or a 
leading lawyer or politician, is brought into daily 
contact with troops of men from all parts of the 
country, and those too the driving-wheels, the busi- 
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ness men of each section, and one can hardly suggest 
for an apprehensive man a more searching culture. 
Besides, we must rememher the high social possi¬ 
bilities of a million of men. The best bribe which 
London offers to-day to the imagination, is, that, in 
such a vast variety of people and conditions, one 
can believe there is room for persons of romantic 
character to exist, and that the poet, the mystic, and 
the hero, may hope to confront their counterparts. 

I wish cities could teach their best lesson,—of 
quiet manners. It is the foible especially of American 
youth,—pretension. The mark of the man of the 
world is absence of pretension. lie does not make 
a speech; he takes a low business-tone, avoids all 
brag, is nobody, dresses plain! 3 ', promises not at all, 
performs much, speaks in monosyllables, hugs his 
fact. He calls his employment by its lowest name, 
and so takes from evil tongues their sharpest weapon. 
His conversation clings to the weather and the news, 
yet he allows himself to be surprised into thought, 
and the unlocking of his learning and philo.sophy. 
How the imagination is piqued by anecdotes of some 
great man passing incognito, as a king in gray 
clothes,—of Napoleon affecting a plain suit at his 
glitterii^g levee; of Bums, or Scott, or Beethoven, 
or Wellington, or Goethe, or any container of tran¬ 
scendent power, passing for nobody; of Epaminondas, 
“who never sa 3 "s anything, but will listen eternally 
of Goethe, who prefemed trifling subjects and com¬ 
mon expressions in intercourse with strangers, worse 
rather than better clothes, and to appear a little 
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more capricious than he was. There are advantages 
in the old hat and box-coat. 1 have heard that, 
throughout this country, a certain respect is paid to 
good broadcloth ; but dress makes a Jittle restraint: 
men will not eommit themselve^.* But the box^oat 
is like wine; it unlocks the tongue, and men say 
what they think. An old poet says, 

“ Go far and go siiaring, 

Kor you’ll find it certain, 

The poorer and the ba-ser you appear, 

Tlie more you’ll look through still.”i 

Not much Otherwise Milnes writes, jn the “Lay of 
the Humble,” 

“ To me men are for what they are, 

They wear no masks with me. ” 

'Tis odd that our people should have—^not water 
on the brain—but a little gas there. A shrewd 
foreigner said of the Americans, that, “whatever 
they say has a little the air of a speech.” Yet one 
of the traits down in the book* as distinguishing the 
Anglo-Saxon, is a trick of self-disparagement. To 
be sure, in old, dense countries, among a million of 
good coats, a fine coat comes to bo no distinction, 
and you find humoiists. In an English party, a 
man with no marked manners or features, with a 
face like red dough, unexpectedly discloses wit, learn¬ 
ing, a wide range of topics, and personal familiarity 
with good men in all parts of the world, until you 
think you have fallen upon some illustrious personage. 
Can it bo that the American forest has refreshed some 
I Beaumont and FJetchor: The Tamer Tamed. 
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weeds of old Pictish barbarism just ready to die out, 
—the love of the scarlet feather, of beads and tinsel t 
The Italians are fond of rod clothes, peacock plumes, 
and embroidery; and I remember one rainy morning 
in tne city of Palernio, the street was in a blaze with 
scarlet umbrellas. The English have a plain taste. 
The equipages of the grandees are plain. A gorgeous 
livery indicates new and awkward city wealth. Mr. 
Pitt, like Mr. Pym, thought the title of Mister good 
against any king in Europe. They -have piqued 
themselves on governing the whole world in the 
poor, plain, dark Committee-room which the House 
of Commons sat in, before the fire. 

' ' Whilst we want cities as the centres where the 
best things are found, cities degrade us by magnify¬ 
ing trifles. The countryman finds the town a chop- 
house, a barber’s shojj. He has lost the lines of 
grandeur of the horizon, hills and plains, and with 
them, sobriety and elevation. He has come among a 
supple, glib-tongued tribe, who live for show, servile 
to public opinion. Life is dragged down to a fracas 
of pitiful cares and disasters. You say the gods 
ought to respect a life whose objects arc their own; 
but in cities they have betrayed you to a cloud of 
insignificant annoyances: 

“ Mirmidoiis, race fdcondo, 

Mirmidons, 

Enfin nous commandous; 

Jupiter livre Ic mondo 

Aux mirmidons, aux mirmidonj.”* 


• B^rangor. 
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’Tis heavy odds 

Against the gods, ^ 

When they will match with myrmidons. 

Wo spawning, spawning myrmidons. 

Our turn to-day I wo take command, 

Jove gives the globe into th^ haiij 
Of myrmidons, of myrmiddlis. 

What is odious but noise^ and people who scream 
and bewail! people whose vane points always east, 
who live to dine, w'ho send for the doctor, who coddle 
themselves, \i{ho toast their feet on tile register, who 
intrigue to secure a padded chair, and a corner out 
of the draught. Suffer them one* to begin the 
enumeration of their infirmities, and the smi will go 
down on the unfiui.slied tale. Let these triflers pilt' 
us out of conceit with petty comforts. To a mail at 
work, the frost is but a colour; the rain, the wind, 
he forgot them when he came in. Let us learn to 
live coarsely, dress plainly, and lie hard. The least 
habit of dominion over the palate has certain good 
effects not easily estimated. • Neither will we be 
driven into a quiddling abstemiousness. ’Tis a super¬ 
stition to insist on a special diet. All is made at 
last of the same chemical atoms. ^ 

A man in pursuit of gi-eatnoss feels no little wants. 
How can you mind diet, bed, dress, or salutes or 
compliments, or the figure you make in company, or 
wealth, or even the bringing things to pass, when 
you think how paltry arc the machinery and the 
workers! Wordsworth was praised to mo, in West¬ 
moreland, for having afforded to his country neigh¬ 
bours an example of a modest household where 
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comfort and culture wore secured, without display. 
And a tender boy who wears his rusty cap and out¬ 
grown coat, that he may secure the coveted place in 
college, and the right in the library, is educated to 
som6 purpose. Thei’e is a great deal of self-denial 
and manliness in poor and middle-class houses, in town 
and country, that has not got into literature, and 
never will, but that keeps the earth sweet; that saves 
on superfluities, and spends on essentials ; that goes 
lusty, and educates the boy ; that sells the horse, 
but builds the school; works early and late, takes 
two looms in the factory, three looms, six looms, but 
pays off the mortgage on the paternal farm, and then 
goes back cheerfully to work again. 

We can U1 spare the commanding social benefits of 
cities; they must be used; yet cautiously, and 
haughtily,—and will yield their best values to him 
who best can do without them. Keep the town for 
occasions, but the habits should be formed to retire¬ 
ment. Solitude, the aafoguard of mediocrity, is to 
genius the stem friend, the cold, obscure shelter 
where moult the wings which will bear it farther than 
suns and ^tars. He who should inspire and lead his 
race must be defended from travelling with the souls 
of otber^men, from living, hreathiiig, reading, and 
writing in the daily, timo-worn yoire of their opinions. 

“ In the morning,—solitudesaid Pythagoras; that 
Nature may speak to the imagination, as she does 
never in company, and that her favourite may make 
acquaintance with those divine strengths which dis¬ 
close themselves to serious and abstracted thought. 
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’Tis very certain that Plato, Plotinus, Archimedes, 
Hermes, Newton, Milton, Wordsworth, did not live 
in a crowd, but descended into it from time to time 
as benefactors; and the wise instructor will press this 
point of securing to the young soijl in the disposition 
of time and the arrangements of living, periods and 
habits of solitude. The high advantage of university- 
life is often the mere mechanical one, I may call it, 
of a separate chamber and lire,—which parents wil? 
allow the boy without hesitation at Cambridge, but 
do not think needful at homo. We say solitude, to 
mark the character of the tone of thpught ; but if it 
can be shared between two or more than two, it is 
happier, and not less noble. “Wo four,” wrote. 
Neander to his sacred friends, “will enjoy at HaUe , 
the inward blessedness of a dvitas Dei, whose founda¬ 
tions are for ever friendship. The more I know you, 
the more I dissatisfy and must dissatisfy all my 
wonted companions. Their very pi-esence stupefies 
me. The common understaiviing withdraws itself 
from the one centre qf all existence.” 

Solitude takes ofi the pressure ot present impor¬ 
tunities that more catholic and humane relations may 
appear. The saint and poet seek privacy lo ends the 
most public and universal: and it is the secret of 
culture, to interest the man more in his pfiblic than 
in his private quality. Here is a new poem, which 
elicits a good many comments in the journals, and'in 
conversation. From these it is easy, at last, to 
eliminate the verdict which readers passed upon it; 
and that is, in the main, unfavourable. The poet, as 
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a craftsman, is only interested in the praise accorded 
to him, and not in the censure, though it be just. 
And the poor little poet hearkens only to that, and 
rejects the oensuro, as proving incapacity in the critic. 
Bufthe poet cuUivakd becomes a stockholder in both 
companies,—say Mr. Curfew,—in the Curfew stock, 
and in the humanity stock; and, in the last, exults as 
much in the demonstration of the unsoundnoss of 
ICurfew, as his interest in the former gives him 
pleasure in thf currency of Curfew. For, the de¬ 
preciation of his Curfew stock only shows the immense 
values of the humanity stock. As soon as he sides 
with his critic against himself, with joy, he is a culti- 
'Vu,ted man. 

"Wo must have an intellectual quality in all pro¬ 
perty and in all action, or they are nought. I must 
have children, I must have events, I must have a 
social state and history, or my thinking and speaking 
want body or basis. But to give these accessories 
any value, I must know them as contingent and 
rather showy possessions, which pass for more to the 
people than to me. We see this abstraction in 
scholars, as a matter of course: but what a charm it 
adds when observed in practical men. Bonaparte, 
like Caesar, was intellectual, and could look at every 
object for Welf, without affection. Though an egotist 
d, Voutrance, he could criticise a play, a building, a 
character, on universal grounds, and give a just 
opinion. A man known to us only as a celebrity in 
politics or in trade, gains largely in our esteem if we 
discover that he has some intellectual taste or skill; 
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as when we leam of Lord Fairfax, the Long Parlia¬ 
ment’s general, his passion for antiquarian studies; or 
of the French regicide Carnot, his sublime genius in 
mathematics; or of a living banker, his .success in 
poetry; or of a partisan journalist, his devotios? to 
ornithology. So, if in travelling in the dreary wilder¬ 
nesses of Arkansas or Texas we should observe on 
the next seat a man reading Horace, or Martial, or 
Calderon, wo should wish to hug him. In callings' 
that require Roughest energy, soldiere, sea-captains, 
and civil engineers sometimes betray a fine insight, if 
only through a certain gentleness wj;ien off duty; a 
good-natured admission that there are illusions, and 
who shall say that he is not their sport? We only, 
vary the phrase, not the doctrine, when we say that 
culture opens the sense of beauty. A man is a beggar 
who only lives to the useful, and, however he may 
serve as a pin or rivet in the social machine, cannot 
be said to have arrived at self-possession. I suffer 
ever day from the want of perception of beauty in 
people. They do not. know the charm with which all 
moments and objects can be embellished, the charm 
of manners, of self-command, of benevolence. Rqpqge 
and cheerfulness are the badge of the gentleman, 
repose in energy. The Greek battle pieces are calm; 
the heroes, in whatever violent actions enga^d, retain 
a serene aspect; as wo say of Niagara, that it falls 
without speed. A cheerful, intelligent face is the end 
of culture, and success enough. For it indicates the 
purpose of Nature and wisdom attained. 

When our higher faculties are in activity, we are 
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domesticated, and awkwardness and discomfort grt 
place to natural 'jand agreeable movements. It : 
noticed, that the consideration of the great periodo 
and spaces of astronomy induces a dignity of mind, 
and an indifference to death. The influence of fine 
scenery, the presence of mountains, appeases our irri¬ 
tations and elevates our friendships. Even a high 
dome, and tlie expansive interior of a cathedral, have 
a sensible effect on mannera I have heard that stiff 
people lose sojiething of their awkwardness under 
high ceilings, and in spacious halls. I think sculp¬ 
ture and paintiijg have an effect to teach us manners, 
and abolish hurry. 

w . But, over aU, culture must reinforce from higher 
. influx the empirical skills of eloquence, or of politics, 
or of trade, and the useful arts. There is a certain 
loftiness of thought and power to marshal and adjust 
particulars, which can only come from an insight of 
their whole connection. The orator who has once 
seen things in their jlivine order, will never quite 
lose sight of tliis, and will come to affairs as from a 
higher ground, and, though he will say nothing of 
^fl^ll^phy^o ViU have a certain mastery in dealing 
fvrnh them, and an incapableness of being dazzled or 
5^ghted, which will distinguish his handling from 
tifat of attorneys and factors. A man who stands on 
a good footing with the heads of parties at Wash¬ 
ington, reads the rumours of the newspapers, and the 
Jesses of provincial politicians, with a key to the 
right and wrong in each statement, and sees well 
enough' where all this will end. Archimedes will 
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look through your Connecticut machine, at a glance, 

and judge of its fitness. And much more, a wise 

man who knows not only what Plato, but what Saint 

John can show him, can easily raise the affaiv he deals 

ivith to a certain majesty. Plato sfiysy Pericles owSd 

this elevation to the lessons of Ajiaxagorast Burke 

descended from a higher sphere when he would 

influence human aflairs. Fraffldin, Adams, Jefferson, 

Washington, stood on a fine humanity, before which 

the brawls of modem senates are but pot-house 
. • • 
politics. 

But there arc higher secrets of cultyre, which are 
not for the apprentices, but for proficients. These are 
lessons only for the brave. We must know our friends 
under ugly masks. The calamities are our friends. 
Bon Jonson specifics in his address to the Muse:— 

“ Get him the time’s long grudge,, the court’s ill-n-ill, 

And, reconciled, keep him suspected still, 

Make him lose all his friends, and, what is worse, 
Almost all ways to any better course ; 

AVith me thou leav’st a better Mti.so than thee. 

And which thou brought’st me, blessed Poverty. ” 

We wish to leam philosophy by rote, and play at 
heroism. But the wiser God says. Take the shame, 
the poverty, and the penal solitude, that belong to 
trath-speaking. Try the rough water as well^s the 
smooth. Bough water can teach lessons worth know¬ 
ing. When the state is unquiet, personal qualities 
are more than over decisive. Fear not a revolution 
which will constrain you to live five years in one. 
Don’t be so tender at making an enemy now and 
VOL. V. K 



130 


CONDUCT OF LIFE. 


[IV. 


then. Be willing to go to Coventry sometimes, and 
let the populace bestow on you their coldest con¬ 
tempts. The finished man of the world must eat of 
every ap{de once. He must hold his hatreds also at 
aifei’s length, and pot remember spite. He has neither 
friends uor enemies, but values men only as channels 
of power. 

lie who aims high must dread an easy homo and 
popular manners. Heaven sometimes hedges a rare 
character about with ungainliness and odium, as the 
burr that protects the fruit. If there is any great 
and good thing in store for you, it will not come at 
the first or the second call, nor in the shape of 
'fashion, ease, and city drawing-rooms. Popularity is 
for dolls. “Stoop and craggy,” said Porphyry, “is 
the path of the gods.” Open your Marcus Antoninus. 
In the opinion of the ancients, he was the great man 
who scorned to shine, and who contested the frowns 
of fortune. They preferred the noble vessel too late 
for the tide, contending vdth winds and waves, dis¬ 
mantled and imrigged, to her companion borne into 
harbour with colours flying and guns filing. There 
is none of the social goods that may not bo purchased 
too dear, and mere amiableness must not take rank 
with high aims and self-subsistency. 

Betfine replies to Goethe’s mother, w'ho chides her 
disregard of dress,—“If I cannot do as I have a mind, 
•in our poor Frankfort, I shall not carry things far.” 
And the youth must rate at its-true mark the incon¬ 
ceivable levity of local opinion. The longer we live, 
the more we must endure the elementary existence of 
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men and women; and every bravo heart must treat 
society as a child, and never allow it to dictate. 

“ All that class of the severe and restrictive 
virtues,” said Burke, “are almost too <;ostly for 
humanity;” Who wishes to bo seyere f Who wishes 
to resist the eminent and polit*e, in behalf of the 
poor, and low, and impolite 1 and who that dares do 
it, can keep his temper swee^ his frolic spirits ? The 
high virtues are not debonair, but have their redress 
in being illustrious at last What forests of laurel we 
bring, and the tears of mankind, to those who stood 
firm against the opinion of their contemporaries! 
The measure of a master is his success in bringing all 
men round to his opinion twenty years later. 

Let me say here, that culture cannot begin 4oo 
early. In talking with scholars, I observe that they 
lost on ruder companions those years of boyhood 
which alone could give imaginative literature a re¬ 
ligious and infinite quality in their esteem. I find, 
too, that the chance for appreciation is much increased 
by being the son of an approciator, and that these 
boys who now grow up are caught not only years too 
late, but two or three births too late, to make the 
best scholars of. And I think it a presenta'Sle motive 
to a scholar that, as, in an old community, a well¬ 
born proprietor is usually found, after the fh’st heats 
of youth, to be a careful husband, and to feel a habitr 
ual desire that the estate shall suffer no harm by his 
administration, but shall bo delivered down to the 
next heir in as good condition as he received it j—so, 
a considerate man will reckon himself a subject of 
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that secular melioration by which mankind is mollified, 
cured, and refined, and will shun' every expenditure 
of his forces on pleasure or gain, which will jeopardise 
this social, and secular- accumulation. 

“The fossil strata show us that Nature began with 
rudimentai forms, and rose to the more complex, as 
fast as the earth was fit for their dwelling-place; and 
that the lower perish, ds the higher appear. Very 
few of our race can be said to be yet finished men. 
Wo still carry sticking to us .some remains of the 
preceding inferior quadruped organisation. We call 
these millions men; but they are not yet men. Half- 
engaged in the soil, pawing to get free, man needs all 
'■he music that can be brought to disengage him. If 
Love, red Love,, with tears and joy; if Want with 
his scourge; if War with his cannonade; if Christi¬ 
anity with its charity; if Trade ■with its money; if 
Art with its portfolios; if Science with her telegraphs 
through the deeps of space and time; can set his dull 
nerves throbbing, and by loud taps on the tough 
chrysalis can break its walls, and lot the new creature 
emerge erect and free,—make way, and sing paean! 
The age of the quadruped is to go out,—the age of 
the brain "and of the heart is to come in. The time 
will come when the evil forms we have known can 
no mord be organised. Man’s culture can spare 
nothing, wants all the material. Ho is to convert all 
impediments into instruments, aU enemies into power. 
The formidable mischief will only make the more 
useful slave. And if one shall read the future of the 
race hinted in the organic effort of Nature to mount 
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and meliorate, and the cori'esponding impulse to the 
Better in the human being, we shall dare affirm that 
there is nothing he will not overcome and convert, 
imtil at last culture shall absorb the cha@s and gehenna. 
He will convert the Furies into Muses, and the hells 
into benefit. 
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(SitACE, Beauty, and Caprice* 
Build tliis golden j>ortal ; 

Graceful women, chosen nioif 
Dazzle every mortal : 

Their sweet ami lofty oounteiiancc 
Ilia cji<‘liaiitiiig food ; 

lie need not go to them, their form 
Beset his solitude, 
lie looketh seldom in tlieii* face, 
Ilis eyes explore the gi*<^und. 

The green, grass is a loolcii»g-glass 
Whereon their traits ^re found. 
Little ho says to them. 

So dances his heart in his breast, 
Tlicir trancpiil mien beroaveth liiiii 
Of wit, of words, of rest. 

Too weak to win, too fond to shun 
The t^’Tants of his doom. 

The much-dcceived Kmlymion 
Slijjs behind a tomb. 




BEHAVIOUR 


The soul which animates Nature is .not less signifi¬ 
cantly published in the figure, movement, and gesture 
of animated bodies, than in its last •vehicle of arti¬ 
culate speech. Tliis silent and subtUe language is 
Manners; not what, hut hoiv. Life expresses. A 
statue has no tongue, and needs none. Good tableaux 
do not need declamation. Nature tells every secret 
once. Yes, hut in man she tells it all the time, by 
form, attitude, gesture, mien, face, and parts of the 
face, and by the whole action of the machine. The 
visible carriage or action of the individual, as result¬ 
ing from his organisation and his will combined, we 
call manners. What are they but thought entering 
the hands and feet, controlling the movemevits of the 
body, the speech and behaviour ? 

There is always a best way of doing evei;jthing, if 
it he to boil an egg. Manners are the happy ways 
of doing things; each once a stroke of genius or of 
love,—now repeated and hardened into usage. They 
form at last a rich varnish, with which the routine of 
life is washed, and its details adorned. If they are 
superficial, so are the dew-drops which give such a 
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depth to the morning meadows. Manners are very 
communicable: men catch them from each other. 
Consuelo, in the romance, boasts of the lessons she 
had given'the .nobles in manners, on the stage; and, 
in real life, Talm?, taught Napoleon the arts of 
behaviour.' Genius invents fine manners, which the 
baron and the baroness^ copy very fast, and, by the 
^ advantage of a palace, better the instruction. They 
stereotype the lesson they have learned into a 
mode. ', 

The power of manners is incessant,—an element 
as unconcealabb as fire. The nobility cannot in any^ 
country be disguised, and no more in a republic or a 
democracy than in a kingdom. No man can resist 
their influfence. There are certain manners whieh 
are learned in good society, of that force, that, if a 
person have them, he or she must be considered, and 
is everywhere welcome, though without beauty, or 
wealth, or genius. Give a boy address and aecom- 
plishments, and you give him the mastery of palaces 
and fortunes where he goes. He has not the trouble 
of earning or owning them; they solicit him to enter 
and possess. We send girls of a timid, retreating 
disposition to the boarding-school, to the riding-school, 
to the ^all-room, or wheresoever they can come into 
acquaintance and nearness of leading persons of their 
own sex; where they might learn address, and see it 
near at hand. The power of a woman of fashion to 
lead, and also to daunt and repel, derives from their 
belief that she knows resources and behaviours not 
known to them; but when these have mastered her 
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secret, they learn to confront her, and recover their 
self-possession. 

Every day bears witness to their gentle rule. 
People who would obtrude, now do not ohtnfde. The 
mediocre circle learns to demand Jliat which belongs 
to a high state of nature or of culture. Your manners 
are always under examination, and by committees 
little suspected,—a police in citizens’ clothes,—hut 
are awarding or denying you very high prizes when 
yon least think* of it. 

Wo talk much of utilities,—hut ’tis our manners 
that associate us. In hours of husinossf we go to him 
who knows, or has, or does this or that which we 
want, and wo do not let our taste or feeling stand in 
the way. But this activity over, wo return to the 
indolent state, and wish for those we can ho at ease 
rvith; those who will go where we go, whose manners 
do not offend us, whose social tone chimes with ours. 
When we reflect on their persuasive and cheering 
force; how they recommend, • prepare, and draw 
people together; how,, in all cluhs, manners make 
the members; how manners make the fortune of the 
.ambitious youth ; that, for the mo.st part, hisiraannors 
marry him, and, for the most part, he marries 
manners; when we think what keys they arg, and to 
what secrets; what high lessons and inspiring tokens 
of character they convey; and what divination is 
required in us for the reading of this fine telegraph, 
we see what range the subject has, and what relations 
to convenience, power, and beauty. 

Their first service is very low,—when they are the 
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minor morals: but ’tis tbo beginning of civility,—to 
make us, I mean, endurable to each other. We prize 
them for their rough-plastic, abstergent force ; to get 
people oilt of fho quadruped state; to get them washed, 
clothed, and set up on end; to slough their animal 
husks an'd habits; compel them to bo clean; overawe 
their spite and meanness, teach them to stifle the base, 
and choose the generous expression, and make them 
know how much happier the generous behaviours are. 

Bad bohaWour the laws cannot rep.ch. Society is 
infested with rude, cynical, restless, and frivolous 
persons who prey upon the rest, and whom a public 
opinion concentrated into good manners, forms ac- 
" ceptod by the sense of all, can reach :—the contra- 
dlttors and railcrs at public and private tables, who 
are like terriers, who conceive it the duty of a dog of 
honour to growl at any passer-by, and do the honom-s 
of the house by barking him out of sight:—I have 
seen men who neigh like a horse when you contradict 
them, or say something which they do not understand : 
—then the overbold, who make their own invitation 
to your hearth; the persevering talker, who gives 
you his society in large, satimating doses; the pitiers 
of themselves,—a perilous class; the frivolous Asmo- 
deus, who relies on you to find him in ropes of sand 
to twist; the monotones; in short, every stripe of 
absurdity;—these are social inflictions which the 
inagistrato cannot cure or defend you from, and 
which must be intrusted to the restraining force of 
custom, and proverbs, and familiar rules of behaviour 
impressed on young people in their school-days. 
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In the hotels on the hanks of the Mississij)pi, they 
print, or used to print, among the rules of the house, 
that “ no gentleman can be permitted to come to the 
public table without his coat;” and in the same 
country, in the pews of the churches, little placards 
plead with the worshipper against £ho fury of expec¬ 
toration. Chai-les Dickens sclf-sacrificingly undertook 
the reformation of our American manners in unspeak¬ 
able particulars. I think the lesson was not quite 
lost; that it held bad manners up, so that the churls 
could see the deformity. Unhappily, the book had 
its own defoimitics. It ought not to need to print in 
a reading-room a caution to strangers not to speak 
loud; nor to persons who look over fine engravings, 
that they should be handled like cobwebs and buttes- 
flies’ wings; nor to persons who look at marble 
statues, that they shall not smite them with canes. 
But, even in the perfect civilisation of this city, such 
cautions are not quite needless in the Athciueum and 
City Library. 

Manners arc factitious, and grow out of circum¬ 
stance as well as out of character. If you look at the 
))ictures of patricians, and of peasants, of different 
periods and countries, you will see how well they 
match the same classes in our to\vn8. The modem 
aristocrat not only is well drawn in Titian’s Venetian 
doges, and in Eonian coins and statues, but also in 
the pictures which Commodore Perry brought home 
of dignitaries in Japan. Broad lands and great 
interests not only arrive to such heads as can manage 
them, but form manners of power. A keen eye, too, 
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will see nice gradations of rank, or see in the manners 
the degree of homage the party is wont to receive. 
A prince who is accustomed every day to be courted 
and defarred to by the highest grandees, acquires a 
corresponding expectation, and a becoming mode of 
receiving and replying to this homage. 

There are always exceptional people and modes. 
English grandees affect to be farmers. Claverhouse 
is a fop, and, under the finish of dress, and levity of 
behaviour, Hdes the terror of his war. But Nature 
and Destiny are honest, and never fail to leave their 
mark, to haijg out a sign for each and for every 
quality. It is much to conquer one’s face, and per¬ 
haps the ambitious youth thinks he has got the whole 
secret when he has learned that disengaged mannei’s 
are commanding. Don’t be deceived by a facile 
exterior. Tender men sometimes have strong wills. 
We had, in Massachusetts, an old statesman, who had 
sat all his life in courts and in chairs of state, without 
overcoming an extrgme irritability of face, voice, and 
bearing: when he spoke, his voice would not serve 
him; it cracked, it broke, it wheezed, it piped;—little 
cared he; ho knew that it had got to pipe, or wheeze, 
or screech his argument and his indignation. When 
he sat down, after speaking, ho seemed in a sort of 
fit, and held on to his chair with both hands: but 
underneath all this initability was a puissant will, 
firm, and advancing, and a memory in which lay in 
order and method like geologic strata every fact of 
his history, and under the control of his wilL 

Manners are partly factitious, but, mainly, there 
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must be capacity for culture in the blood. Else all 
culture is vain. The obstinate prejudice in favour of 
blood, which lies at the base of the feudal and mon¬ 
archical fabrics of the old world, has some/eason in 
common experience. Every man^—mathematician, 
artist, soldier, or merchant,—looTis with confidence 
for some traits and talents in his own child, which he 
would not dare to presume irf the child of a stranger. 
The Orientalists are very orthodox on this point 
“Take a thom-bush,” said the emir.Abdel-Kader, 
“ and sprinkle it for a whole year with "water;—it will 
yield nothing but thorns. Take a date-tree, leave it 
without culture, and it will always produce dates. 
Nobility is the date-tree, and the Arab populace is 
bush of thorns.” 

A main fact in the history of manners is the 
wonderful expressiveness of the human body. If it 
were made of glass, or of air, and the thoughts were 
written on steel tablets within, it could not publish 
more truly its moaning than now. Wise men read 
very sharply all your private history in your look 
and gait and behaviour. The whole economy of 
nature is bent on expression. The tell-tale body is 
all tongues. Men are like Geneva watches with 
crystal faces which expose the whole movement. 
They carry the liquor of life flowing up an^down in 
those beautiful bottles, and announcing to the curious 
how it is with them. The face and eyes reveal what 
the spirit is doing, how old it is, what aims it has. 
The eyes indicate the antiquity of the soul, or, through 
how many forms it has already ascended. It almost 
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violates the proprieties, if we say above the breath 
here what the confessing eyes do not hesitate to 
utter to every street passenger. 

Man (jannot fix his eye on the sun, and so far 
seems imperfect. ,In Siberia, a late traveller found 
men who could see 'the satellites of J upiter with their 
unarmed eye. In some respects the animals excel us. 
The birds have a longel sight, beside the advantage 
by their wings of a higher observatory. A cow can 
bid her calf, by secret signal, probably of the eye, to 
run away, or 'to lie down and hide itself. The 
jockeys say of certain horses, that “they look over 
the whole ground.” The out-door life, and hunting, 
;ind labour, give equal vigour to the human eye. A 
farpier looks out at you as strong as the horse; his eye- 
beam is like the stroke of a staff. An eye can threaten 
like a loaded and levelled gun, or can insult like hiss¬ 
ing or kicking; or, in its altered mood, by beams of 
kindness, it can make the heart dance with joy. 

The eye obeys exactly the action of the mind. 
When a thought strikes us, the eyes fix, and remain 
gazing at a distance ; in enumerating the names of 
persons or of countries, as France, Germany, Spain, 
Turkey, the eyes wink at each new name. There is 
no nicety of learning sought by the mind which the 
eyes do'not vie in acquiring. “An artist,” said 
Michel Angelo, “must have his measuring tools not 
in the hand, but in the eye; ” and there is no end to 
the catalogue of its performances, whether in indolent 
vision (that of health and beauty) or in strained 
vision (that of art and labour). 
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Eyes are bold as lions,—roving, running, leaping, 
hero and there, far and near. They speak all 
languages. They wait for no introduction; they are 
no Englishmen j ask no leave of age, or rank; they 
respect neither poverty nor richesj neither learning 
nor power, nor virtue, nor sex, but intrude, and come 
again, and go through and through you, in a moment 
of time. What inundation of life and thought is 
discharged from one soul into another, through them! 
The glance is patural magic. The mysterious com¬ 
munication established across a house between two 
entire strangers, moves all the springs of wonder. 
The communication by the glance is in the greatest 
part not subject to the control of the will. It is the 
bodily symbol of identity of nature. We look into 
the eyes to know if this other form is another self, 
and the eyes will not lie, but make a faithful confession 
what inhabitant is there. The revelations are some¬ 
times terrific. The confession of a low, usurping 
devil is there made, and the observer shall seem to 
feel the stirring of owl% and bats, and horned hoofs, 
where he looked for innocence and simplicity. Tis 
remarkable, too, that the spirit that appear^ at the 
windows of the house does at once invest himself in 
a new form of his own, to the mind of the h^older. 

The eyes of men converse as much as their tongues, 
with the advantage, that the ocular dialect needs no 
dictionary, but is understood all the world over. 
When the eyes say one thing, and the tongue another, 
a practised man relies on the language of the first. 
If the man is off his centre, the eyes show it You 

VOL. V. 1 
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can read in the eyes of your companion, whether your 
argument hits him, though his tongue will not confess 
it. There is a look by which a man shows he is 
going to''say a good thing, and a look when he has 
said it. Vain and forgotten are all the fine offers and 
offices of hospitality, if there is no holiday in the eye. 
How many furtive inclinations avowed by the eye, 
though dissembled by the lips! One comes away 
from a company, in which, it may easily happen, he 
has said nothing, and no important rpmark has been 
addressed to him, and yet, if in sjonpathy with the 
society, he shsll not have a sense of this fact, such a 
stream of life has been flowing into him, and out from 
him, through the eyes. There are eyes, to. be sure, 
that give no more admission into the man than blue¬ 
berries. Others are liquid and deep,—wells that a man 
might fall into;—others arc aggressive and devouring, 
seem to call out the police, take all too much notice, 
and require crowded Broadways, and the security of 
millions, to protect, individuals against them. The 
military eye I meet, now darkly sparkling under 
clerical, now under rustic browa ’Tis the city of 
Lacedaemon; ’tis a stack of bayoneta There are 
asking eyes, asserting eyes, prowling eyes; and eyes 
full of f»te,—some of good, and some of sinister omen. 
The alleged power to charm down insanity, or ferocity 
in beasts, is a power behind the eye. It must be a 
victory achieved in the will, before it can be signified 
in the eye. ’Tis very certain that each man carries in 
his eye the exact indication of his rank in the immense 
scale of men, and we are always learning to read it. 
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A complete man should need no auxiliaries to his 
personal presence. Whoever looked on him would 
consent to his will, being certified that his aims were 
generous and universal. The reason why m«n do not 
obey us, is because they see the mud at the bottom of 
our eye. 

If the organ of sight is such a vehicle of power, the 
other features have their own. A man finds room in 
the few square inches of the face for the traits of all 
his ancestors; ^for the expression of all his history, 
and his wants. The sculptor, and Winckelmann, and 
Lavater, will tell you how significant 9, feature is the 
nose; how its forma express strength or weakness of 
wiU, and good or bad temper. The nose of Julius* 
Cieaar, of Dante, and of Pitt, suggest “the terrors*of 
the beak.” What refinement, and what limitations, 
the teeth betray! “ Beware you don’t laugh,” said 

the wise mother, “ for then you show all your faults.” 

Balzac left in manuscript a chapter, which he called 
“TMoris de la dimarche" in wjiich he says: “The 
look, the voice, the respiration, and the attitude or 
walk, are identical. But, as it has not been given to 
man, the power to stand guard, at once, oyer these 
four diflTerent simultaneous expressions of his thought, 
watch that one which speaks out the trutl^^and you 
will know the whole man.” 

Palaces interest us mainly in the exhibition of 
manners, which, in the idle and expensive society 
dwelling in them, are raised to a high art. The 
maxim of courts is, that manner is power. A calm 
and resolute bearing, a polished speech, an embellish- 
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ment of trifles, and the art of hiding all uncomfortable 
feeling, are essential to the courtier: and Saint Simon, 
and Cardinal de Retz, and Roederer, and an encyclo¬ 
paedia oi'Mdmovres, will instruct you, if you wish, in 
those potent secrete. Thus, it is a point of pride 
with kings to remember faces and names. It is re¬ 
ported of one prince, that his head had the air of 
loaning downwards, in order not to humble the crowd. 
There are people who come in ever like a child with 
a piece of gdod news. It was said of the late Lord 
Holland, that he always came down to breakfast with 
the air of a man who had just met with some signal 
good fortune. In “Notre Dame,” the grandee took 
'his place on the dais with the look of one who is 
thinking of something else. But we must not peep 
and eavesdrop at palace doors. 

Fine manners need the support of fine manners in 
others. A scholar may be a well-bred man, or he 
may not. The enthusiast is introduced to polished 
scholars in society,, and is chilled and silenced by 
finding himself not in their element. They all have 
somewhat which ho has not, and, it seems, ought to 
have, ^ut if he finds the scholar apart from his 
companions, it is then the enthusiast’s turn, and the 
scholar has no defence, but must deal on his terms. 
Now they must fight the battle out on their private 
strengths. What is the talent of that character so 
common,—the successful man of the world,—in all 
marts, senates, and drawing - rooms ? Manners ; 
manners of power; sense to see his advantage, and 
manners up to it See him approach his man. He 
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knows that troops behave as they are handled at first; 
—that is his cheap secret; just what happens to every 
two persons who meet on any affair,—one instantly 
perceives that he has the key of the situatioif, that his 
will comprehends the other’s will,.aa the cat does the 
mouse; and he has only to use courtesy, and furnish 
good-natured reasons to his victim to cover up the 
chain, lest he be shamed into resistance. 

The theatre in which this science of manners has a 
formal importMice is not with us a cqurt, but dress- 
circles, wherein, after the close of the day’s business, 
men and women meet at leisure, for mutual entertain¬ 
ment, in ornamented drawing-rooms. Of course, it 
has every variety of attraction and merit; but, to 
earnest jiersons, to youths or maidens who have great 
objects at heart, we cannot extol it highly. A well- 
dressed, talkative company, where each is bent to 
amuse the other,—yet the high-bom Turk who came 
hither fancied that every woman seemed to bo suffer¬ 
ing for a chair; that all the talkers were brained and 
exhausted by the deoxygenated air: it spoiled the 
best persons: it put all on stilts. Yet here are the 
secret biograjihies written and read. The aspect of 
that man is repulsive; I do not wish to deal with him. 
The other is irritable, shy, and on his gdSssd. The 
youth looks humble and manly: I choose him. Look 
on this woman. There is not beauty, nor brilliant 
sayings, nor distinguished power to serve you; but 
all see her gladly; her whole air and impression are 
healthful Here come the sentimentalists, and the 
invalids. Here is Elise, who caught cold in coming 
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into the world, and has always increased it since. 
Here are creep-mouse manners; and thievish manners. 
“ Look at Northcote,” said Fuseli ; “ he looks like a 
rat that 'has ^een a cat.” In the shallow company, 
easily excited, easily tired, here is the columnar 
Bernard: the AUeghanies do not express more repose 
than his behaviour. Here are the sweet following 
eyes of Cecile ; it seemed always that she demanded 
the heart. Nothing can bo more excellent in kind 
than the Corinthian grace of Gertrude^ manners, and 
yet Blanche, who has no manners, has better manners 
than she; fo» the movements of Blanche are the 
sallies of a spirit which is sufficient for the moment, 
'and she can afford to express every thought by instant 
action. 

Manners have been somewhat c3mically defined to 
be a contrivance of wise men to keep fools at a dis¬ 
tance. Fashion is shrewd to detect those who do not 
belong to her train, and seldom wastes her attentions. 
Society is very swift* in its instincts, and, if you do 
not belong to it, resists and sneers at you; or quietly 
drops you. The first weapon enrages the party 
attacked.; the second is still more effective, but is not 
to be resisted, as the date of the transaction is not 
easily foyad. People grow up and grow old under 
this infliction, and never suspect the truth, ascribing 
the solitude which acts on them very injuriously, to 
any cause but the right one. 

The basis of good manners is self-reliance. Neces¬ 
sity is the law of all who are not self-possessed. Those 
who are not self-possessed, obtrude, and pain us. Some 
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men appear to feel that they belong to a Pariah caste. 
They fear to oliend, they bend and apologise, and 
walk through life with a timid step. As we some¬ 
times dream that we are in a well-dressed* company 
without any coat, so Godfrey acts over as if he suffered 
from some mortifying circumstance. The hero should 
find himself at home, wherever he is; should impart 
comfort by his own security and good-nature to all 
beholders. The hero is suffered to be himself. A 
person of strong mind comes to perceivfi that for him 
an immunity is secured so long as he renders to society 
that service which is native and proper to him,—an 
immunity from all the observances, yea, and duties, 
which society so tyrannically imposes on the rank and 
file of its members. “Euripides,” says Aspasia, “has 
not the fine manners of Sophocles; but,”—she adds 
good-humouredly, “the movers and masters of our 
souls have surely a right to throw out their limbs as 
carelessly as they please, on the world that belongs to 
them, and before the creatures they have animated.”' 

Manners require tipie, as nothing is more vulgar 
than haste. Friendship should be surrounded with 
ceremonies and respects, and not crushed intv comers. 
Friendship requires more time than poor busy men 
can usually command. Here comes to mq Eoland, 
with a delicacy of sentiment leading and inwrapping 
him like a divine cloud or holy ghost ’Tis a great 
destitutiem to both that this should not bo entertained 
with large leisures, but contrariwise should be balked 
by importunate affairs. 

Landor : Pericles and Aspasia, 
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But through this lustrous varnish, tho reality is 
ever shining. ’Tis hard to keep the what from break¬ 
ing through this pretty painting of the haw. The 
core will come to tho surface. Strong will and keen 
perception overpower old manners, and create new: 
and the thought of the present moment has a greater 
value than all the past In persons of character, we 
do not remark manners, because of their instan¬ 
taneousness. We are surprised by the thing done, 
out of all power to watch the wa^ of it. Yet 
nothing is more charming than to recognise the 
great style which runs through the actions of such. 
People masquerade before us in their fortunes, titles, 
offices, and connections, as academic or civil presidents, 
or 'senators, or professors, or great lawyers, and im¬ 
pose on the frivolous, and a good deal on each other, 
by those fames. At least, it is a point of prudent 
good manners to treat these reputations tenderly, as 
if they were merited. But the sad realist knows 
these fellows at a glsnce, and they know him; as 
when in Paris the chief of th@ police enters a ball¬ 
room, so many diamonded pretenders shrink and 
make th(}mselves as inconspicuous as they can, or 
give him a supplicating look as they pass. “ I had 
received,” ’aid a sibyl, “ I had received at birth the 
fatal gift of penetration:”—and these Cassandras 
are always bom. 

Manners impress as they indicate real power. A 
man who is sure of his point, carries a broad and 
contented expression, which everybody reads. And 
you cannot rightly train one to an air and manner, 
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except by making him the kind of man of whom 
that manner is the natural expression. Nature for 
ever puts a premium on reality. What is done for 
effect, is seen to bo done for effect; whjit is*done for 
love, is felt to bo done for lov^.* A man inspires 
affection and honour, because he was not lying in 
wait for these. The things of a man for which we 
visit him, were done in tho dark and the cold. A 
little integrity is better than any career. So deep 
are tho sources of this surface-action, fhat even tho 
size of your companion seems to vary with his 
freedom of thought. Not only is h« larger, when 
at ease, and his thoughts generous, but everything 
around him becomes variable with expression. No 
carpenter’s rule, no rod and chain, will measure the 
dimensions of any house or house-lot: go into the 
house: if tho proprietor is constrained and deferring, 
'tis of no importance how large his house, how 
beautiful his grounds,—you quickly come to the end 
of all: but if tho man'is self-possessed, happy, and at 
home, his hotiso is deep-founded, indefinitely large 
and interesting, the roof and dome buoyant as the 
sky. Under the humblest roof, the commonest per¬ 
son in plain clothes sits there massive, cheerful, yet 
formidable like the Egyptian colossi. 

Neither Aristotle, nor Leibnitz, nor Junius, nor 
Champollion has set down the grammar rules of this 
dialect, older than Sanscrit; but they who cannot 
yet read English, can read this. Mon take each 
other’s measure, when they meet for the first time,— 
and every time they meet. How do they get this. 
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rapid knowledge, even before they speak, of each 
other’s power and dispositions? One would say, 
that the persuasion of their speech is not in what 
they say",—oy, that men do not convince by their 
argument,—but by their personality, by who they 
are, and what they said and did heretofore. A 
man already strong is listened to, and everything 
he says is applauded. Another opposes him with 
sound argument, but the argument is scouted, until 
by and by il gets into the mind of some weighty 
person ; then it begins to tell on the community. 

Self-reliance is the basis of behaviour, as it is the 
guaranty that the powers are not squandered in too 
much demonstration. In this country, where school 
education is universal, we have a superficial culture, 
and a profusion of reading and writing and expres¬ 
sion. We parade our nobilities in poems and orations, 
instead of working them up into happiness. There 
is a whisper out of the ages to him who can under¬ 
stand it,—“ whatever is known to thyself alone, has 
always very great value.” There is some reason to 
believe that, when a man does not write his poetry, 
it escapes by other vents through him, instead of the 
one vent of writing; clings to his form and manners, 
whilst pe ts have often nothing poetical about them 
except their verses. Jacobi said that “ when a man 
has fully expressed his thought, he has somewhat less 
possession of it.” One would say, the rule is,—^What 
a man is irresistibly urged to say, helps him and us. In 
explaining his thought to others, he explains it to him¬ 
self ; but when he opens it for show, it corrupts him. 
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Society is the stage on which manners are shown; 
novels are them literature. Novels aie the journal or 
record of manners; and the new importance of these 
books derives from the fact, that the novelfet begins 
to penetrate the surface, and treat this part of life 
more worthily. The novels used to bo all alike, and 
had a quite vulgar tone. The novels used to lead us 
on to a foolish interest in the fortunes of the boy and 
girl they described. The boy was to be raised from 
a humble to a* high position. Ho was'in want of a 
wife and a castle, and the object •of the story was to 
supply him with one or both. We watched sympa¬ 
thetically, step by step, his climbing, until, at last, 
the point is gained, the wedding day is fixed, and wcf 
follow tho gala procession home to the castle, when 
the doors ai-e slammed in our face, and tho pool- 
reader is left outside in the cold, not enriched by so 
much as an idea, or a virtuous impulse. 

But the \uctories of character are instant, and 
victories for all. Its greatness .enlarges all. We ai'e 
fortified by every herpie anecdote. The novels are 
as useful as Bibles, if they teach you the secret that 
the best of life is conversation, and tho greatest success 
is confidence, or perfect miderstanding between sincere 
people. ’Tis a French definition of fries^lship, rien 
qm s’enlendre, good imderstanding. The highest com¬ 
pact we can make with our fellow is,—“Let there be 
truth between us two for evermore.” That is tho 
charm in all good novels, as it is the charm in all 
good histories, that the heroes mutually understand, 
from the first, and deal loyally, and with a profound 
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trust in each other. It is sublime to feel and say of 
another, I need never moot, or speak, or write to 
him: we need not reinforce ourselves, or send tokens 
of remembrance: I rely on him as on myself: if ho 
did thus or thus, I‘know it was right. 

In all the superior people I have met, I notice 
directness, truth spoken more truly, as if everything 
of obstruction, of m.alformation, had been trained 
away. What have they to conceal? What have 
they to exliibit ? Between simple and .noble persons, 
there is always a quick intelligence: they recognise 
at sight, and meet on a better ground than the talents 
and skUls they may chance to possess, namely, on 
oincerity and uprightness. For, it is not what talents 
or genius a man hiis, but how he is to his talents, that 
constitutes friendship and character. The man that 
stands by himself, the universe stands by him also. 
It is related of the monk Basle, that, being excom¬ 
municated by the Pope, ho was, at his death, sent in 
charge of an angel to find a fit place of suffering in 
hell ; but, such was the eloquence and good-humour 
of the monk, that wherever ho went he was received 
gladly, and civilly treated, oven by the most uncivil 
angels: and, when he came to discourse with them, 
instead of Contradicting or forcing him, they took his 
part, and adopted his manners: and even good angels 
came from far, to see him, and take up their abode 
with him. The angel that was "sent to find a place of 
torment for him, attempted to remove liim to a worse 
pit, but with no better success; for such was the con¬ 
tented spirit of the monk, that he found something to 
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praise in every place and company, though in hell, 
and made a kind of heaven of it. At last the escort¬ 
ing angel returned with his prisoner to them that 
sent him, saying that no phlegethon could‘be found 
that would bum him j for that, in^whatevcr condition, 
Basle remained incorrigibly Basle. The legend says 
his sentence was remitted, and ho was allowed to go 
into heaven, and was canonised as a saint. 

There is a stroke of magnanimity in the corre¬ 
spondence of Bonaparte with his brdther Joseph, 
when the latter was King of Spain, and complained 
that he missed in Napoleon’s letters the affectionate 
tone which had marked their childish correspondence. 
“ I am sorry,” replies Napoleon, “ you think you shall? 
find your brother again only in the Elysian FieMs. 
It is natural, that at forty, he should not feel towards 
you as he did at twelve. But his feelings towards 
you have greater truth and strength. His friendship 
has the features of his mind.” 

How much wo forgive to those who yield us the 
rare spectacle of heroic manners! We will pardon 
them the want of books, of arts, and even of tlie 
gentler virtues. How tenaciously we rememhpr them I 
Here is a lesson which I brought along with me in 
boyhood from the Latin School, and \r?’ich ranks 
with the best of Eoman anecdotes. Marcus Scaurus 
was accused by Quintus Varius Hispanus, that he had 
excited the allies to take arms against the Eepublic. 
But he, full of firmness and gravity, defended himself 
in this manner: “Quintus Varius Hispanus alleges 
that Marcus Scaurus, President of the Senate, excited 
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the allies to arms: Marcus Scaurus, President of the 
Senate, denies it There is no witness. Which do 
you believe, Eomans 1 ” “ Uiri creditis, Quirites ?” 

When h^ ha_d said these words, he was absolved 
by the assembly of the people. 

I have seen manners that make a similar impression 
with personal beauty; that give the like exhilaration, 
and refine us like that; and, in memorable experi¬ 
ences, they arc suddenly better than beauty, and 
make that superfluous and ugly. But, they must be 
marked by fine perception, the acquaintance with real 
beauty. Theyc must always show self-control: you 
shall not be facile, apologetic, or leaky, but king over 
'your word; and every gesture and action shall indicate 
poVrer at rest. Tlion they must be inspired by the 
good heart. There is no beautifier of complexion, or 
form, or behaviour, hko the wish to scatter joy and 
not pain around us. ’Tis good to give a stranger a meal, 
or a night’s lodging. ’Tis better to be hospitable 
to his good meaning and thought, and give courage 
to a companion. We must bq as coui-teous to a man 
as wo are to a picture, which we are willing to 
give tho,advantage of a good light Special precepts 
are not to be thought of: the talent of well-doing 
contains them all Every hour will show a duty as 
paramount as that of my whim just now; and yet I 
will write it,—that there is one topic peremptorily 
forbidden to all well-bred, W all rational mortals, 
namely, their distempers. If you have not slept, or if 
you have slept, or if you have headache, or sciatica, 
or leprosy, or thunder-stroke, I beseech you by all 
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angels to hold your peace, and not pollute the morning, 
to which all the housemates bring serene and pleasant 
thoughts, by corruption and groans. Come out of the 
azure. Love the day. Do not leave the shy out of 
your landscape. The oldest and the most deserving 
person should come very modestly into any newly 
awaked company, respecting the divine communica¬ 
tions, out of which all must* bo presumed to have 
newly come. An old man who added an elevating 
culture to a largo experience of life, Said to me, 
“ When you come into the room, I think I will study 
how to make humanity beautiful to yoq.” 

As respects the delicate question of culture, I do 
not think that any other than negative rules can be 
laid down. For positive rules, for suggestion. Nature 
alone inspires it. Who dare assume to guide a youth, 
a maid, to perfect manners 1 —the golden mean is so 
delicate, difficult,—say frankly, unattainabla What 
finest hands would not be clumsy to sketch the genial 
precepts of the young girl’s demeanour 1 The chances 
seem infinite against success; and yet success is con¬ 
tinually attained. There must not be secondariness, 
and ’tis a tliousand to one that her air and ^manner 
will at once betray that she is not primary, but that 
there is some other one or many of her cla« 5 , to whom 
she habitually postpones herself. But Nature lifts her 
easily, and without knowing it, over these impossi¬ 
bilities, and we are continually surprised with graces 
and felicities not only imteachable, but undescribable. 
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Tuts is lie, M-lio, felled by foes, 

Rjiniiif' liarniloss up, lef're.slied by bl»\vs. 

He to e'aptivity was sold, 

Kut bim no prison-bars would hold : 
'riioiit;!! they sealed him in a roek, 
Mountain eliains he can unloek : 

Tlirowu to lions for Iheir meat, 

The crouehiiig lion kissed his feet: 

Hounil to the stake, no llanies iipiiallnd, 
lint arched o’er him an honouring vault. 
'Phis is ho men miseall Fate, 

'I’ll reading dark ways, aniving late. 

Hut ever coming in time to crown 
The truth, and hurl wrongtfooi-s down. 

He is the oldest, «uul best known. 

More near than aught thou call’st thy own. 
Yet, greeted in another’s eyes. 

Disconcerts with glad sur))rLsc. 

'This is Jove, who, deaf to prayers. 

Floods with blessings unawares. 

Draw, if thou eanst, the mystic, lino. 
Severing rightly his from thine, 
tVhich is human, which diyine. 
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Some of my friends have complained, .when the pre¬ 
ceding papers were read, that wo discussed Fate, 
Power, and AVcalth, on too low a platfaim; gave too 
much line to the evil sjniit of the times; too many 
cakes to Cerberus; that we ran Cudworth’s risk of 
making, by excess of candour, the aigiunent of atlioism 
so strong, that he could not answer it. I have no 
fears of being forced in my own dcsjiite to play, as 
we say, the devil’s attomey. I have no infirmity of 
faith; no belief that it is of much importance what I 
or any man may say: I am sure* that a certain truth 
will be said through nm, though I should be dumb, 
or though I should try to say the reverse. Nor do 
I fear scepticism for any good soul. A just thinker 
will allow full swing to his scepticism. I dip my pen 
in the blackest ink, because I am not afraid of falling 
into my ink-pot. I have no sjrmpathy with a poor 
man I knew, who, when suicides abounded, told me 
he dared not look at his razor. Wo are of different 
opinions at different hours, but we alw'ays may be said 
to bo at heart on the side of trutL 

I see not why we should give ourselves such 
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sanctified airs. If the Divine Providence has hid 
from men neither disease, nor defonnity, nor corrupt 
society, but has stated itself out in passions, in war, 
in trade,' in the love of power and pleasure, in hunger 
and need, in tyrhrnies, literatures, and arts,—let us 
not be so nice that we cannot write these facts down 
coarsely as they stand, or doubt but there is a comiter- 
statement as ponderous, which wo can arrive at, and 
which, being put, will make all square. The solar 
system has no, anxiety about its repvtation, and the 
credit of trutli and honesty is as safe; nor have I any 
fear that a sceptical bias can bo given by leaning hard 
on the sides of fate, of i)ractical power, or of trade, 
wliich the doctrine of Faith cannot down-weigh. The 
strength of that principle is not measured in ounces 
and pounds : it tyrannises at the centre of Nature. 
Wo may well give scepticism as much line as we can. 
The spirit will return, and fill us. It drives the 
drivers. It counterbalances any accumulations of 
power. 

“Heavoii kindly gave onr^blood a moral flow.” 

Wo are bom loyal. The whole creation is made of 
hooks und eyes, of bitumen, of sticking-plaster, and 
whether your community is made in Jerusalem or in 
California^ of saints or of wreckers, it coheres in a 
perfect ball. Men as naturally make a state, or a 
church, as caterpillars a web. If they were more 
refined, it would bo less formal, it would be nervous, 
like that of the Shakers, who, from long habit of 
thinking and feeling together, it is said, are aficcted 
in the same way, at the same time, to work and to 
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play, and as they go with perfect sympathy to their 
tasks in the field or shop, so are they inclined for a 
ride or a journey at the same instant, and the horses 
come up with the family carriage unbespoken to the 
door. 

Wo are born believing. A muu bears beliefs, as 
a tree bears ajiples. A self-poise belongs to every 
particle; and a rectitude to every mind, and is the 
Nemesis and protector of eveiy society.^ I and my 
iK'ighbours liave been bred in the noticai, that, miless 
we came soon to some good church,—Calvim'sm, or 
Cchmcuism, or Eomanism, or Mormbnism,—there 
would be a universal thaw and dissolution. No Isaiah 

• 

or Jeremy luxs arrived. Nothing can exceed tjic 
anarchy that has followed in our skies. The stem 
old faiths have all pulverised. ’Tis a whole popular 
tion of gentlemen and ladies out in search of religions. 
Tis as flat anarchy in our ecclesiastic realms, as 
that which existed in Massachusetts, in the Eevolu- 
lion, or wliich prevails now on tlfe slope of the Eocky 
Mountains or Pike’s Peak. Yet we make shift to 
live. Men are loyal. Nature has sclf-poi.se in all her 
works; certain proportions in which oxyg’en and 
azote combine, and, not less a hamony in faculties, a 
fitness in the spring and the regulator. 

The decline of the influence of Calvin, or Penclon, 
or Wesley, or Channing, need give us no uneasiness. 
The builder of heaven has not so ill constracted his 
creature as that the religion, that is, the public nature, 
should fall out: the public and the private element, 
like north and south, like inside and outside, like 
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centrifugiil and centripetal, adheres to every soul, and 
cannot be subdued, except the soul is dissipated. 
God builds his temple in the heart on the ruins of 
churches and religions. 

In the last chapters we treated some particulars 
of the question of culture. But the whole state of 
man is a state of culture; and its flowering and com¬ 
pletion may be described as Eeligion, or Worship. 
There is ali^ays some religion, some hope and fear 
extended into ‘the invisible,—from the blind boding 
which nails a horsc-.shoe to the mast or the threshold, 
up to the song” of the Elders in the Apocalypse. But 
the religion cannot rise above the state of the votary. 
Ilpaven always bears some proportion to earth. The 
god of the cannibals will bo a cannibal, of the crusaders 
a crusader, and of the merchants a merchant. In all 
ages, souls out of time, extraordinary, projdietic, are 
bom, who are rather related to the system of the 
world, than to their particular age and locality. 
These aimounce absolute troths, which, with what¬ 
ever reverence received, are 'speedily dragged down 
into a savage interpretation. The interior tribes of 
our Indians, and some of the Pacific islanders, flog 
their gods when things take an unfavourable turn. 
The Greek poets did not hesitate to lot loose their 
pctidant wit on their deities also. Laomedon, in his 
anger at Neptune and Apollo, who had built Troy 
for him, and demanded their price, does not hesitate 
to menace them that he wiU cut their ears off.’ 
Among our Norse forefathers. King Olaf’s mode of 
I Iliad, Book xxi. 1 triC. 
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converting Eyvind to Christianity was to put a pan 
of glowing coals on his belly, which burst asunder. 
“Wilt thou now, Eyvind, believe in Christ!” asks 
Olaf, in excellent faith. Another argument was an 
adder put into the mouth of tlm* reluctant disciple 
liand, who refused to believe. 

Christianity, in the romantic ages, signified Euro¬ 
pean culture,—the grafted or meliorated tree in a 
crab forest. And to marry a pagan wife or husband, 
was to marry Beast, and voluntarily to take a step 
backwards towards the baboon. 

“ Hoiigist liad vorameiit 
A Jauglitcr both fair and gent, 

But she was heathen Sarazine, 

And Vortigern for love fine 
Her took to fere and to wife. 

And was cursed in all hia life ; 

For ho let Christian wed heathen. 

And mixed our blood as desh and mathen.”' 

What Gothic mixtures the Christian creed drew from 
the pagan sources, Richard of ©evizes’s chronicle of 
Richard L’s crusade, in the twelfth century, may 
show. King Richard taunts God with forsaking him : 
“0 fie! O how unwilling should I be to»forsake 
thee, in so forlorn and dreadful a position, were I thy 
lord and advocate, as thou art mine. In sooth, my 
standards will in future be despised, not through my 
fault, but through thine ; in sooth, not tlirough any 
cowardice of my warfare, art thou thyself, my king 
and my God, conquered, this day, and not Richard 
thy vassal.” The religion of the early English poets 
I Moths or worms. 



168 


CONDUCT OF LIFE, 


[VI. 


is anomalous, so devout and so blasphemous in the 
same breath. Such is Chaucer’s extraordinary con¬ 
fusion of heaven and earth in the picture of Dido. 

“ She was so fair. 

Bo young, so Justy, with her eyon glad, 

That if that God that heaven and eaithe made 
Would have a ]oV(! for hi..aiity and goodness, 

And womanhcdc, truth, and scemlinoss. 

Whom should he loven hut this lady sweet ? 

There n’ is no woman to him Jialf so meet.” 

V 

With these, grossuesscs, wo compl.'icently compare 
our own taste and decorum. We think and sijoak 
with more tcVnperauce and gradation,—Imt is not 
indill’erentism as bad as superstition 1 

We live in a transition i)eriod, when the old faiths 
which comforted nations, and not only so, but made 
nations, seem to have spent their force. I do not 
find the religions of men at this moment very credit¬ 
able to them, but cither childi.sh and insignificant, 
or unmanly ami effeminating. The fatal trait is the 
divorce between rcillgion and morality. Here are 
know-nothing religion.s, or ohm’chos that proscribe 
intellect; scortatory religions; slave-holding and 
slave-trading religions; and, even in the decent popu¬ 
lations, idolatries wherein the whiteness of the ritual 
covers scarlet indulgence. The lover of the old re¬ 
ligion complains that our contemporaries, scholars as 
well as merchants, succumb to a great despair,—have 
corruj)ted into a timorous conservatism, and believe 
in nothing. In our large cities the population is 
godles-s, mateiialiscd,—^no bond, no fellow-feeling, no 
enthusiasm. These are not men, but hungers, thirsts. 
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fevers, and appetites walking. How is it people 
manage to live on,—so aimless as they are? After 
their peppercom aims are gained, it seems^as if the 
lime in their bones alone held them together, arul not 
any worthy purpose. There is im faith in the intel¬ 
lectual, none in the moral universe. There is faith in 
chemistry, in meat, and wine^ in wealth, in machinery, 
in the steam-engine, galvanic battery, turbine-wheels, 
sewing-machines, and in public opinioig, but not in 
divine causes.» A silent revolution has loosed the 
tension of the old religious sects, and, in place of the 
gi'avity and permanence of those societies of opinion, 
they run into freak and extravagiince. In creeds 
never was such levity; witues.s the hoatlieuisms,in 
Christianity, the periodic “revivals,” the Millennium 
mathematics, the peacock ritualism, the retrogression 
to Pojjory, the maundering of Mormons, the .squalor 
of Mesmerism, the dehration of ra 2 )pings, the rat 
and mouse revelation, thumps in table-drawers, and 
black art. The architecture, tlTe music, the prayer, 
p.artake of the madness: the arts sink into shift and 
make-believe. Not knowing what to do, wo ape our 
ancestors; the churches stagger backward'to the 
mummeries of the dark ages. By the irresistible 
maturing of the general mind, the Christian traditions 
have lost their hold. The dogma of the mystic offices 
of Christ being dr opped, and ho standing on his genius 
as a moral teacher, ’tis impossible to maintain the old 
emphasis of his personality; and it recedes, as all 
persons must, before the sublimity of the moral laws. 
Prom this change, and in the momentary absence of 
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any religious genius that could offset the immense 
material activity, there is a feeling that rehgion is 
gone. When Paul Leroux offered his article “ Dim ” 
to the condivjtor of a loading French journal, he 
replied, “ La questwv, de Dim manque d’aciualiU.” In 
Italy, Mr. Gladstone said of the lato King of Naples, 
“It has been a proverb, that he has erected the 
negation of God into a system of government.” In 
this country,^the like stupefaction was in the air, and 
the phrase “higher law” became a^ political jibe. 
What proof of infidelity, like the toleration and pro- 
pagandism of 'slavery'( What, like the direction of 
education? What, like the facility of conversion? 
What, like the externality of churches that once 
sucked the roots of right and wrong, and now have 
perished away till they are a speck of whitewash on 
the wall? What proof of scepticism like the base 
rate at which the highest mental and moral gifts are 
held? Let a man attain the highest and broadest 
culture that any AmeSrican has possessed, then let him 
die by sea-stonn, railroad collision, or other accident, 
and all America will acquiesce tliat the best thing has 
happen6d to him; that, after the education has gone 
far, such is the expensiveness of America, that the 
best use to put a fine person to is to drown him to 
save his board. 

Another scar of this scepticism is the distrust in 
human virtue. It is believed by well-dressed pro¬ 
prietors that there is no more virtue than they pos¬ 
sess ; that the solid portion of society exists for the 
arts of comfort: that life is an affair to put somewhat 
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between the upper and lower mandibles. How prompt 
the suggestion of a low motive ! Certain patriots in 
England devoted themselves for years to creating a 
public opinion that should break down .the com Jaws 
and establish free trade. “Well?’^ says the man in 
the street, “ Cobden got a stipend out of it” Kossuth 
fled hither across the ocean to try if he could rouse 
the New World to a sympathy with European liberty. 
“Ay,” says New York, “he made a har^dsomo thing 
of it, enough tc'make him comfortable dor life.” 

See what allowance vice finds m the respectable 
and well-conditioned class. If a pick;focket intrade 
into the society of gentlemen, they exert what moral 
force they have, and he finds himself uncomfortabje, 
and glad to get away. But if an adventurer go 
through all the forms, procure himself to be elected 
to a post of trust, as of senator, or president,—though 
by the same arts as we detest in the house-thief,—the 
same gentlemen who agree to discountenance the 
I'livate rogue, will bo forward fo show civilities and 
marks of respect to the. public one: and no amount 
of evidence of his crimes will prevent them giving him 
ovations, complimentary dinners, oi)ening thSir own 
houses to him, and priding themselves on his acquaint¬ 
ance. We were not deceived by the professions of 
the private adventurer,—the louder ho talked of his 
honour, the faster we counted our spoons; but wo 
appeal to the sanctified preamble of the mcssagc.s and 
proclamations of the public sinner, as the proof of 
sincerity. It must be that they who pay this homage 
have said to themselves. On the whole, we don’t know 
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about this that you call honesty ; a hiril in the hand 
is bettei'. 

Even well-disposed, good sort of pcoido are touched 
witl^ the sapio infidelity, and for brave, straight¬ 
forward action, rifee half-rncasmcs and compromises. 
Forgetful that a little measure is a great error, forget¬ 
ful that a wise mechanic uses a sharp tool, they go on 
choosing the dead men of routine. But the official 
men can in nowise help you in any question of to-day, 
they deriving gntiroly from the old dead things. Only 
those can hclj) in coimscl or conduct who did not 
make a party pledge to defend this or that, but who 
were appointed by Ood Almighty, before they came 
‘ into the world, to stand for this wliich they uphold. 

It has been chaiged that a want of sincerity in 
the leading men is a vice general throughout American 
society. But the multitude of the sick shall not make 
us deny the existence of health. In sjutc of our im¬ 
becility and terrors, and “universal decay of religion,” 
etc. etc., the moral Vsonsc reappears to-day with the 
same morning nownes.s that lias been from of old the 
fountain of beauty and strength. You say, there is 
no religion now. ’Tis like saying in rainy weather, 
there is no sun, when at that moment we are wit¬ 
nessing one of his superlative effects. The religion 
of the cultivated class now, to be sure, consists in an 
avoidance of acts and engagements which it was once 
their religion to assume. But .this avoidance will 
yield spontaneous forms in their due hour. There is 
a principle which is the basis of things, which all 
speech aims to say, and all action to evolve, a simple. 
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quiet, undcRcribod, undcscribablo presence, dwelling 
very peacefully in ns, our rightful lord; we are not 
to <lo, but to let do; not to work, but to bo worked 
upon; and to this homage there is a consent qf all 
thoughtful and just men in all ag6s and conditions. 
To this sentiment belong vast and sudden enlarge¬ 
ments of power. ’Tis remarkable that our faith in 
ecstasy consists with total incxi3crienc6 of it. It is the 
order of the world to educate with accuracy the senses 
and the understanding; and the engin^-'ry at work to 
draw out these powers in priority, no doubt, has its 
office. But we arc never without a Ihnt that these 
I>owers are mediate and servile, and that we are one 
day to deal with real being,—essences with essences. 
Bven the fury of material activity has some results 
fiiondly to moral health. The energetic action of the 
times develops individualism, and the religious appear 
isolated. I esteem this a step in the right direction. 
Heaven deals with us on no representative system. 
Souls are not saved in bundles. • The Spirit saith to 
the man, “ How is it with thee 1 thee personally ? is 
it well? is it ill?” For a great nature, it is a happi¬ 
ness to escape a religious training,—religion 8f char¬ 
acter is so apt to be invaded. Religion must always 
be a crab fruit: it cannot bo grafted and keep its 
wild beauty. “I have seen,” said a traveller who 
had known the extremes of society, “I have seen 
human nature in all its forms, it is eveiywhere the 
same, but the wilder it is, the more virtuous.” 

Wo say, the old forms of religion decay, and that 
a scepticism devastates the community. I do not 
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think it can bo cured or stayed by any modification 
of theologic creeds, much loss by thcologic discipline. 
The cure for false theology is motherwit. Forget 
youT books and traditions, and obey your moral per¬ 
ceptions at this hour. That wliich is signified by the 
words “ moral ” and “ spiritual,” is a lasting essence, 
and, with whatever illusions wo have loaded them, 
will certainly bring back the words, age after age, to 
their ancient moaning. I know no words that mean 
so much. In our definitions, wo grope after the 
spiritual by describing it as invisible. The true mean¬ 
ing of spiritual) is real; that law which executes itself, 
which works without means, and which cannot be 
■ conceived as not existing. Mon talk of “ mere 
morality,”—which is much as if one shoulil say, “ jioor 
G-od, with nobody to help him.” I find the omni¬ 
presence and the almightincss in the reaction of every 
atom in Nature. I can best indicate by examples 
those reactions by which every part of Nature replies 
to the purpose of tho»actor,—beneficently to the good, 
penally to the bad. Let us,replace sentimentalism 
by realism, and dare to uncover those simple and 
terrible laws which, be they seen or unseen, pervade 
and govern. 

Every man takes care that his neighboOT shall not 
cheat him. But a day comes when he begins to care 
that he do not cheat his neighbour. Then all goes 
weU. He has changed his market-cart into a chariot 
of the sun. What a day dawns, when we have taken 
to hcip.rt the doctrine of faith ! to prefer, as a better 
investment, being to doing; being to seeming; logic 
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to rhythm and to display; the year to the day; the 
life to tho year; character to performance;—and 
have come to know that justice will be done us; and, 
if our genius is slow, the term will be lojig. 

’Tis certain that worship stands In some command¬ 
ing relation to the health of man, and to his highest 
powers, so as to be, in some manner, the source of 
intellect. All the great ages have been ages of belief. 
I mean, when there was any extraordinary power of 
jierformance, when great national movpmcnts began, 
when arts appeared, when heroes existed, when poems 
were made, tho human soul was in earnest, and had 
fixed its thoughts on spiritual verities, with as strict 
a grasp as that of the hands on the sword, or the 
pencil, or the trowel. It is true that genius takes its 
rise out of the mountains of rectitude ; that all beauty 
and power which men covet, are somehow born out 
of that alpine district; that any extraordinary degree 
of beauty in man or woman involves a moral charm. 
Thus, I think, we very slowly admit in another man 
a higher degree of moral sentiment than our own,— 
a finer conscience, more impressionable, or, which 
marks minuter degrees; an ear to hear acutef notes 
of right and wrong, than wo can. I think we listen 
suspiciously and very slowly to any evidence to that 
point. But, once satisfied of such superiority, we set 
no limit to our expectation of his genius. For such 
persons are nearer to the secret of God than others; 
are bathed by sweeter waters; they hear notices, they 
see visions, where others are vacant. We believe 
that holiness confers a certain insight, because not by 
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our private, but by our public force, can we share and 
know the nature of things. 

There is an intimate interdependence of intellect 
and morals. , Given the equality of two intellects,— 
which will form the most reliable judgments, the good, 
or the bad liearted 1 “ The heart has its arguments, 
with which the understanding is not acquainted.” 
For the heart is at once aware of the state of licalth 
or disease, which is the controlling state, that is, of 
sanity or of insanity, prior, of course,, to all que.stion 
of the ingenuity of arguments, the amount of facts, or 
the elegance of rhetoric. So intimate is this alliance 
of mind and heart, that talent uniformly sinks with 
character. The bias of errors of principle can-ios away 
men into perilous courses, as soon as their will does 
not control their passion or talent. Hence the extra¬ 
ordinary blunders, and final wrong head, into wliich 
men spoiled by ambition usually fall. Hence the 
remedy for all blunders, the cure of blindness, the 
cure of crime, is leva “As much love, so much 
mind,” said the Latin proverb. The superiority that 
has no superior; the redeemer and instructor of souls, 
as it m their primal essence, is love. 

The moral must bo the measure of health. If your 
eye is on the eternal, your intellect will grow, and 
your opinions and actions will have a beauty which 
no learning or combined advantages of other men can 
rival. The moment of your loss of faith, and accept¬ 
ance of the lucrative standard, will be marked in the 
pause, or solstice of genius, the sequent retrogression, 
and the inevitable loss of attraction to other minds. 
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Tho vulgar are sensible of the change in yon, and of 
your descent, though they clap you on the back, and 
congratulate you on your increased common sense. 

Our recent culture has been in najiural science. 
AVe have learned tho manners of Jthe sun and of the 
moon, of the rivers and the rains, of tho mineral and 
elemental kingdoms, of plants and animals. Man has 
learned to weigh the sun, and its weight neither loses 
nor gains. Tho path of a star, the moment of an 
eclipse, can be determined to the fraction of a second. 
AVell, to him the book of history, the book of love, 
the lures of passion, and tho commandments of duty 
arc opened: and the next lesson taught is the con¬ 
tinuation of the inflexible law of matter into the ' 
subtile kingdom of will, and of thought; that if, m 
sidereal ages, gravity and projection keep their craft, 
and the ball never loses its way in its wild path through 
space,—a secrotor gravitation, a secroter projection, 
rale not loss tyrannically in human history, and keep 
the balance of power from age to«age luibrokcn. For, 
(hough the now elomenlj of freedom and an individual 
has been admitted, yet the primordial atoms aro pre¬ 
figured and predetermined to moral issues, 'are in 
search of justice, and ultimate right is done. Religion 
or worship is the attitude of those who see this unity, 
intimacy, and sincerity; who see that, against all 
appearances, the nature of- things works for truth and 
right for ever. 

'Tis a short sight to limit our faith in laws to 
those of gravity, of chemistry, of botany, and so forth. 
Th^e laws do not stop where our eyes lose them, but 
VOL. V. N 
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push the same geometry and chemistry up into the 
invisihle plane of social and rational life, so that, look 
where we will, in a boy’s game, or in the strifes of races, 
a perfect reaction, a perpetual judgment, keejis watch 
and ward. And tins appears in a class of facts which 
concerns aU men, within and above their creeds. 

Shallow men believe in luck, believe in circum¬ 
stances : It was somebody’s name, or he haiipened to 
be there at the time, or it was so then, and another 
day it would have been otlierwise. Strong men be¬ 
lieve in cause ami eifect. The man was born to do 
it, and his father was born to be the father of liiin 
and of this deed, and, by looking narrowly, yon shall 
see tliere was no hick in the matter, but it was all a 
problem in arithmetic, or an experiment in chemistry. 
The curve of the flight of the moth is preordained, 
and all things go by number, rule, and weight. 

Scepticism is unbelief in cause and eilcct A man 
docs not sec, that, as he cats, so he thinks: as he deals, 
so ho is, and so he appears; ho does not see that his 
son is the son of his thoughts and of his actions; that 
fortunes are not exceptions but fruits; that relation 
and connection are not somewhere and sometimes, but 
everywhere and always; no miscellany, no exemption, 
no anomaly,—^l)ut method, and an even web; and 
what comes out, that was put in. As wo are, so wo 
do; and as we do, so is it done to us; we are the 
builders of our fortunes; cant and lying and the 
attempt to secure a good which does not belong to 
us, are, once for all, balked and vain. But, in the 
human mind, this tie of fate is made alive. The law 
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is the, basis of tlic liuman mind. In us it is iiispiia- 
tion; out there in Nature we sec its fatal strengtii. 
Wo call it the moral sentiment. 

Wo owe to the Hindoo Scriptures a. definitiop of 
I^aw, wliich compares well with aaiy in our Wcstem 
books. “Law it is, which is without name, or colour, 
or hand.s, or foot; which is sinallest of the least, and 
largest of the l.oi’go; all, aud knowing all things; 
which hears without ears, sees without eyes, raove.s 
without feet, and seises without hands.” 

If any reader tax me with using vague and 
tr.aditional i)hrasos, let mo suggest to him, by a few 
(wamples, what kind of a trust this i.s, and how real. 
Let me show him that the dice are loaded; th.it the 

J t 

colours are fast, because they are the mitive colours 
of the fleece; that the globe is a battery, because 
every atom is a magnet; aud that the iwlice and 
sincerity of the Universe arc secured by God’s dele¬ 
gating his divinity to every particle; that there is no 
room for hypocrisy, no margin foi' choice. 

Tlic countryman leaving his native village, for the 
first time, and going abroad, finds all his habits 
broken up. In a new nation and language, hlS sect, 
as Quaker, or Lutheran, is lost. What! it is not 
then necessary to the order and existence of society ? 
He misses this, and the commanding eye of his neigh¬ 
bourhood, which held him to decorum. This is the 
peril of New York, of New Orleans, of London, of 
I’aris, to young men. But after a little exirerionce, 
he makes the discovery that there are no large cities, 
—none large enough to hide in; that the censors of 
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action are as numerous and as near in Paris, as in 
Littleton or Portland; that the gossip is as prompt 
and vcug'cful. There is no concealment, and, for each 
offence, a several A^cngcance ; that reaction, or nothing 
for nothing, or, things are, as Iroad as they are long, is 
not a rule for Littleton or Portland, but for the 
Universe. 

We cannot spare the coarsest muniment of virtue. 
We are di.sgustcd hy gossip; yet it is of importance 
to keep the angels in their proprieties. The smallest 
fly Avill draw blood, ami gossip is a weapon impos¬ 
sible to exclude from the privatest, highest, selectest. 
Nature created a police of many ranks. God has 
delegated himself to a million deputies. From these 
low external penalties, the scale ascends. Next come 
the resentments, the fears, which injustice calls out; 
then, the false relations in which the offender is put 
to other men; and the reaction of his fault on him¬ 
self, in the solitude and devastation of his mind. 

You cannot hide any secret. If the artist succour 
his flagging spirits by opium or wine, his AA'ork will 
characterise itself as the effect of opium or wine. If 
you mUko a picture or a statue, it sets the beholder 
in that state of mind you liad when you made it. If 
you spend for shoAV, on building, or gardening, or on 
pictures, or on equipages, it will so appear. We are 
all physiognomists and penetrators of character, and 
things themselves arc detective. If you follow the 
suburban fashion in building a sumptuous - looking 
house for a little money, it will appear to all eyes as 
a cheap, dear house. There is no privacy that cannot 
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be i^enetrated. No secret can be kept in the civilised 
world. Society is a masked ball, where every one 
hides his real character, and reveals it by hilling. If 
a man wish to conceal anything ho carries, tliose 
whom ho meets know that ho conceals somewhat, and 
usually know what he conceals. Is it otherwise if 
there bo some belief or some jnirpose he would bury 
in Ids breast? ’Tis as hard to hide as fire. Ho is a 
strong man who can hold do'tvn his opinion. A man 
cannot utter two or three sentences, without disclos¬ 
ing to intelligent oars precisely wheT’o ho stands in 
life and thought, namely, whether in the kingdom of 
the senses and the understanding, or, in that of ideas 
and imagination, in the realm of intuitions and dnt^. 
I’cople seem not to sec that their ojdnion of the world 
is also a confession of character. We can only sec 
what wo are, and if wo misbehave we suspect others. 
The fame of Shakspearo or of Voltaire, of Thomas 
a Kempis, or of Bonaparte, characterises those who 
give it As gas-light is foimd'to be the best noc¬ 
turnal police, so the universe protects itself by pitiless 
publicity. 

Each must be annod—not necessarily with musket 
and pike. Happy, if, seeing these, he can feel that 
he has better muskets and jukes in his energy and 
constancy. To every creature is his own weapon, 
however .skilfully concealed from himself, a good 
while. His work is sword and shield. Let him 
accuse none, lot him injure none. The w.ay to mend 
the bad world, is to create the right world. Here is 
a low political economy jilotting to cut the throat of 
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foreign competition, and establish our own;—exclud¬ 
ing others by force, or making war on them ; or, by 
cunning, tariffs, giving preference to worse wares of 
ours. But the real and lasting victories are those of 
peace, and not of war. The way to conquer the 
foreign artisan is, not i.o kill him, but to beat his 
work. And the Crystal Palaces and World Fairs, 
with their committees and jn-i/.cs on alt kinds of 
industry, are the result of this fooling. 'I’lio American 
workman who strikes ten blows wiVli his hammer, 
whilst the foreign workman only strikes one, is as 
really vanquishing that foreigner, as if the blows 
were aimed at and told on his person. I look on that 
man as hapjiy, who, when there is question of success, 
looks into Ids work for a reply, not into the market, 
not into opinion, not into patronage. In every variety 
of human employment, in the mechanical and in the 
fine arts, in navigation, in faming, in legislating, 
there arc among the numbers who do their task per¬ 
functorily, as we say, or ju.st to jiass, and as ba<lly as 
they dare,—there arc the working-men, on whom the 
burden of the business falls,—those who love work, 
and loVe to see it rightly done, who finish their task 
for its own sake; and the state and the world is 
hajipy, that has the most of such finishers. The 
world will always do justice at last to such finishers : 
it cannot otherwise. He who has acquired the ability, 
may wait securely the occasion of making it felt and 
appreciated, and know that it will not loiter. Men 
talk as if victory were something fortunate. Work 
is victory. Wherever work is done, victory is 
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obtained. There is no chance, and no blanks. Yon 
want but one verdict: if you liavc your own, you arc 
secure of the rest. And yet, if witnesses ar^ wanted, 
witnesses are near. There was never 4 man born so 
wise or good, but one or more cojdpanions came into 
the world with liiin, who deliglit in his faculty, ami 
report it. I cannot see without awe, that no man 
thinks alone, and no man acts alone, but the divine 
assessors wlio came up with him into life,—now under 
one disguise, now under another,—like a police in 
citizens’ clothes, walk u ith him, steji for stop, through 
all the kingdom of time. 

This reaction, this sincerity, is the piojierty of alj 
things. To make our word or act subliirn', we must 
make it real. It is our system that counts, not the, 
single ■word or unsupporteel action. Use what lan¬ 
guage you will, you can never say anything Init what 
you arc. What I am, and what 1 think, is conveyoil 
to you, in spite of my ellbrts to hold it back. What 
1 am has been secretly conveyed from me to another, 
whilst I was vainly mijking up my mind to tell him 
it. He has heard from me what I never spoke. 

As men get on in life, they acquire a love’for sin¬ 
cerity, and somewhat less solicitude to be lulled or 
amused. In the progress of the character, there is an 
increasing faith in the moral seutjmcnt, and a decreas¬ 
ing faith in propositions. Young jieople admire 
talents, and particular excellences. As we grow older 
we value total powers and eiicets, as the spirit, or 
quality of the man. Wo have another sight, awl a 
new standard; an insight whicli di.srcgards what is 
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done for the eye, and pierces to the doer; an oar 
which hears not what men say, but hears what they 
do not say. 

Thei'o was,a wise devout man, who is called, in the 
Catholic Church,' iSt. Philip Neri, of whom many 
anecdotes toucliing his discernment and benevolence 
are told at Naples and Rome. Among the nuns in a 
convent not far from Rome, one had appeared, who 
laid claim to certain rare gifts of inspiration and pro¬ 
phecy, and the abbess advised the Holy Father, at 
Rome, of the wonderful powers shown by her novice. 
The Pope did aiot well know what to make of these 
new claims, and Philip coming in from a journey, one 
' daj, he consulted him. Philip undertook to visit the 
nun, and ascertain her character. Ho throw himself 
on his mide, all travel-soiled as he was, and hastened 
through the mud and mire to the distant convent. 
He told the abbess the wishes of his Holiness, and 
bogged her to summon the nun without delay. The 
nun was sent for, and, as soon as she came into the 
apartment, Philip stretched out his leg all bespattered 
with mud, and desired her to draw off Ins boots. 
The young nun, who had become the object of much 
attention and respect, drew back with anger, and re¬ 
fused the office: Philip ran out of doors, mounted 
his mule, and retiwupd instantly to the Pope; “ Give 
yoiu'self no uneasiness. Holy Father, any longer: 
here is no miracle, for here is no humility.” 

Wo need not much mind what people please to say, 
but what they must say; what their natures say, 
though their busy, artful, Yankee understandings try 
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to hold hack, and choke that word, and to articulate 
something different. If we will sit quietly,—what 
they ought to say is said, with their will, or, against 
their wiU. We do not care for you, let us pretend 
what we will:—we are always looking through you to 
the dim dictator behind you. Whilst your habit or 
whim chatters, we civilly and^ impatiently wait until 
t hat wise superior shall speak again. Even children are 
not deceived by the false resisons wliich their parents 
give in answer to tluur quo.stions, wliQther touching 
natural facts, or religion, or jicrsons. Wlien the 
jiarent, instesid of thinking how it really* is, puts them 
off with a traditional or a hypocritical answer, the 
children perceive that it is traditional or hypocriticij. 
To a sound constitution the defect of another is at 
once manifest: and the marks of it are only concealed 
from us by our own dislocation. An anatomical 
oliserver remarks, that the sympathies of the chest, 
abdomen, and pelvis, tell at last on the face, and on 
all its fc.atures. Not only docs ohr beauty waste, but 
it leaves word how it went to waste. Physiognomy 
and jihrenology are not now sciences, but declarations 
of the soul that it is aware of certain now soui'bos of 
information. And now sciences of broader scope are 
starting up behind these. And so for ourselves, it is 
really of little importance what blunders in statement 
we make, so only we make no wilful departures from 
the trath. How a nmn’s truth comes to mind, long 
after we have forgotten all his words! How it 
comes to us in silent hours, that trath is our only 
armour in all passages of life and death! Wit is 
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cheap, and anger is cheiip; hut if you cannot argue 
or cxi)lain yoiu’self to the other party, cleave to tlie 
truth against me, against thee, and you gain a .station 
from which 'you cannot be dislodged. The other 
party will forget the words that you spoke, hut the 
part you took continues to plead for you. 

Why should I hastgn to solve every riddle which 
life offers me 1 I am well assured that the (iucstiouer, 
who brings me so many problems, will bring the 
answers also ,in duo time. Vciy rith, very potent, 
very cheerful Giver that he is, he shall have it all his 
own way, for'irae. Why should I give up my thought, 
because I cannot answer an objection to it 1 Consider 
(Vdy, whether it remains in my life the same it was. 
That only which we have within, can wo see without. 
If we meet no gods, it is because we harbour none. 
If there is grandeur in you, you will find gi'andeur in 
porters and sweeps. Ho only is rightly immortal, to 
whom all things are. immortal. I have read some¬ 
where, that none is'accomplished, so long as any arc 
incomplete; that the hajipiness of one cannot consist 
with the misery of any other. 

The Buddhists say, “No seed will die:” cvci'y 
seed will grow. Where is the service which can 
escape its remunci-ation 1 What is vulgar, and the 
essence of all vulgarity, but the avarice of reward? 
’Tis the difference of artisan .and artist, of talent and 
genius, of sinner and s,aint. The man whoso eyes are 
nailed not on the nature of his act, but on the wages, 
whether it be money, or office, or fame,—is almost 
equally low. Ho is great, whoso eyes arc opened to 
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sec that the reward of actions cannot be escaped, 
liccause ho is transformed into his action, and takotJi 
its nature, which liears its own fruit, like ev#ry other 
tree. A great man cannot he hindered of the sfl'ect 
<if his act, because it is immediate. Tlie genius of 
life is friendly to the noble, and in the dark brings 
them friends from far. Fear .God, and whore you go, 
men shall think they' walk in hallowed cathedrals. 

And so I look on tliose sentiments which make the 
glory of the liftman being, love, huiiMlity, faith, as 
being also the intimacy of Divinity in the atoms; and 
that, as soon as the man is right, assurances and pre¬ 
visions emanate from the interior of his body and his , 
mind ; as, when flowers reach their ripencs.s, iucenee 
e.'chalcs from them, and as a beautiful atmosphere is 
generated from the planet by the averaged emanations 
from all its rocks and soils. 

Thus man is made equal to ev'cry event. ITc can 
face danger for the right. A poor, tender, iiainfnl 
iiody, he can run into flame or fiullcts oi’ pestilence, 
with duty for his guide.’ He feels the insurance of a 
just onqdoymcnt. I am not afraid of accident, as long 
as I am in my place. It is strange that superior 
persons should not feel that they have some better re¬ 
sistance against cholera, than avoiding gicon peas and 
salads. lafe is hardly respectable,—is it 1 if it has no 
generous, guaranteeing task, no duties or alFectioiis, 
that constitute a necessity of existing. Every man’s 
task is his life-preserver. The conviction tliat his 
Work is do; r to God and cannot he s[)ared, defends 
him. The lightning-rod that disarms the cloud of its 
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threat is liis body in its duty. A high aim reacts on 
the mean.s, on the days, on the organs of the body. 
A high fcim is curative, as well as arnica. “ Napoleon,” 
says Goethe, visited those sick of the plague, in order 
to prove that the man who could vanquish fear could 
vanquish the plague also; and he was right. ’Tis 
incredible what force the will has in such cases; it 
penetrates the bodj^, and puts it in a state of .activity, 
which repels all hurtful influences j whilst fear invites 
them.” 

It is related of William of Orange, that, whilst ho 
was besieging* a town on the Continent, a gentleman 
sent to him on juiblic business came to his camp, 
and, learning that the King was before the walls he 
ventured to go whore ho was. He found him directing 
the operation of his gunners, and, having explained 
his errand, and received his answer, the King said, 
“ Do you not know, sir, that every moment you spend 
hero is at the risk of your life ?” “ I run no more risk,” 
replied the gentleman, “than your Maje.sty.” “Yes,” 
said the King, “but my duty brings me here, and 
yours does not” In a few minutes a cannon-ball fell 
on the spot, and the gentleman was killed. 

Thus can the faithful student reverse all the 
warnings of his early instinct, under the guidance of 
a deeper instinct Ho learns to welcome misfortune, 
learns that adversity is the prosperity of the great 
lie leams the greatness of humility. He shall work 
in the dark, work against failure, pain, and ill-vidll. 
If ho is insulted, ho can bo insulted; all his afiair is 
not to insult. Hafiz writes— 
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“ At tlie last (lay, men shall wear 
On their heads the dost, 

As ensign and as ovnannait 
Of their lowly trust. ” 

The moral equalise.? all; enriches, empowers all. 
It i.s the coin which buys all, and which all find in 
their pocket Under the whip of the driver, the 
slave shall feel his equality with saints and heroes. 
In the greatest destitution and calamity, it surprises 
man with a feeling of elasticity which yiakes nothing 
of loss. 

I recall some traits of a reinarkahle'person wliose 
life and discourse betrayed many inspiration.? of this 
sentiment. Benedict was always great in the pri'scijt 
time. He had hoarded nothing from the past, 
neither in his cabinets, neither in his momoiy. He 
had no designs on the future, neither for what he 
should do to men, nor for what men should do for 
him. He said, “ I am never beaten until I know 
that I am beaten. I meet powe’rful brutal people to 
whom 1 have no skill .to reply. They think they 
have defeated me. It is so published in society, 
in the journals; I am defeated in tins fashfon, in 
all men’s sight, perhaps on a dozen diflcrent linos. 
My ledger may show that I am in debt, cannot yet 
make my ends meet, and vanquish the enemy so. 
My race may not bo prospering; we are sick, ugly, 
obscure, unpopular. My children may be worsted. 
I seem to fail in my friends and clients, too. That 
is to say, in all the encounters that have yet chanced, 
1 have not been wcaponed for that particular occasion. 
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and have been historically heaten; anil yot, I hnow, 
all the time, that I have never hcon beaten; have 
never jict fought, shall certainly fight, when my 
hour comes,, and shall beat.” “A man,” says the 
Vishnu Sarma, “■^^:ho having well comjiared his own 
strength or weakness with that of others, after all 
doth not know the dilTcrcnce, is easily overcome by 
his enemies.” 

“ I spent,” ho said, “ ten months in the country. 
Thick-starred Orion was iny only companion. Wherc- 
cver a squirri'l or a bee can go with seciu-ity, 1 can 
go. I ate wiiatcvcr was set before me; I touched 
ivy and dogwood. When I went aliroad, I kept 
company with every man on the road, for I knew 
tliat my evil and my good did not come from these, 
but from the Sjjirit, whose servant I wa.s. For I 
could not stoop to be a circumstance, as they did, 
who put their life into their fortune and their 
company. I would not degrade myself by casting 
about in my niemoiy for a thought, nor by waiting 
for one. If the thought come, I would give it 
entertainment. It should, as it ought, go into my 
handstand feet; but if it come not spontaneously, it 
comes not rightly at all. If it can spare me, I am 
sure I can spare it. It shall be the same with my 
friends. I will never woo the loveliest. I will not 
ask any friendship or favour. When I come to my 
own, wo shall bpth know it. Nothing will bo to be 
asked or to be granted.” Benedict wont out to 
seek his friend, and mot him on the way; but he 
expressed no surprise at any coincidences. On the 
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other hand, if he called at the door of hi.s friend, and 
he was not at home, he did not go again; concluding 
that he had misinterpreted the intimations. 

Ho had the whim not to make an ajjology to the 
same individual whom he h.ad wrouj^cd. For this, he 
said, was a piece of personal vanity; hut he would 
correct his conduct in that respect in which he had 
faidtcd, to the next person he should meet. Thus, 
he said, universal justice was satisfied. 

Mira came to ask what she should do with the 

« 

pool- (Icnescc woman who had hired herself to work 
for her, at a shilling a day, and, now fjickening, was 
like to he hedridden on her hands. Should she 
keep her, or should she dismiss her! But Benedict 
said, “Why askl One thing will clear itself as the 
thing to he done, and not another, when the hour 
comes. Is it a question, whether to put her into 
the street? Just as much whether to thrust the 
little Jenny on your arm into the street. The 
milk and meal you give the ‘heggar ■will f-atten 
Jenny, Thrust the Ayoman out, and you thrust 
your babe out of doors, whether it so seem to you 
or not” 

In the Shakers, so called, I find one piece of belief, 
in the doctrine which they faithfully hold, that en¬ 
courages them to open their doors to every wayfaiing 
man who proposes to come among them; for, they 
say, the Spirit will presently manifest to the man 
himself, and to the society, what manner of person 
he is, and whether ho belongs among them. They do 
not receive him, they do not reject him. And not in 
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vain have they worn their clay coat, and dradged in 
their fields, and shuffled in their Bruin dance, from 
year bx year, if they have truly learned thus much 
wisdom. 

Honour him Whoso life is perpetual victory; him, 
who, by sympathy with the invisible and real, finds 
support in labour, instead of praise; who docs not 
shine, and would rather not. With eyes open, he 
makes the choice of virtue, which outrages the 
virtuous; of religion, which churches stop their dis¬ 
cords to bum and exterminate; for the highest virtue 
is always against the law. 

Miracle comes to the miraculous, not to the 
arithmetician. Talent and success interest me but 
moderately. The great class, they who aflbet our 
imagination, the men who could not make their 
hands meet around their objects, the rapt, the lost, 
the fools of ideas,—they suggest what they cannot 
execute. They speak to the ages, and are heard from 
afar. The Spirit does not love cripples and malfor¬ 
mations. If there ever was a good man, be certain, 
there was another, and will be more. 

And so in relation to that future hour, that spectre 
clothed with beauty at our curtain by night, at our 
table by day,—the apprehension, the assurance of a 
coming change. The race of mankind have always 
offered at least this implied thanks for the gift of 
existence,—namely, the terror of its being taken 
away; the insatiable curiosity and appetite for its 
continuation. The whole revelation that is vouch¬ 
safed us^is, the gentle trust, which, in our experience 
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wc find, will cover also with llowcrs the slopes of this 
chasm. 

Of immortality, the soul, when well crap!6yed, is 
incurious. It is so well, that it is sure it will be well. 
It asks no questions of the Supreme Power. The 
.son of Antiochus asked his father when he would 
join battle? “Dost thou f(jar,’' replied the King, 
“ that thou only in all the army wilt not hear the 
trumpet?” ’Tis a higher thing to confide, that, if 
it is best we slA)uld live, we shall live,—’tis higher 
to have this conviction, than to have the lease of 
indefinite centuries and millenniums and aeons. 
Higher than the question of our duration is the 
question of our doiserving. Immortality will come to 
such as ai’e lit foj’ it, and he who would be a great 
.soul in future, must be a groat soul now. It is a 
doctiine too great to rest on any legend, that is, on 
any man’s experience but our own. It must be 
proved, if at all, from our own activity and designs, 
which imply an interminable future for their play. 

What is called religion effeminates and demoral¬ 
ises. Such as you arc, the gods themselves could 
not help you. Men are too often unfit to live, from 
their obvious inequality to their own necessities, or, 
they sufl'er from politics, or bad neighbours, or from 
sickness, and they would gladly know that they were 
to be dismissed from the duties of life. But the 
"dse instinct asks, “How will death help them?” 
These are not dismissed when they die. You shall 
not wish for death out of pusillanimity. The weight 
of the Universe is pressed down on the shoqjders of 
VOL. V. 
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each irionil ageut to hold him to his task. The only 
path of escape known in all the worlds of God is per- 
foiTuanftj. You mast do your work, before you shall 
be released. - And as far as it is a question of fact 
respecting the goveiiunent of the Universe, Marcus 
Antoninus summed the whole in a word, “It is 
pleasant to die, if thorp lie gods; and sad to live, if 
there be none.” 

And so I think that the last lesson of life, the 
choral song which rises from all clcmeiirts and all angels, 
is, a voluntary ohodienco, a necessitated freedom. 
Man is madd of the same atoms as the world is, 
ho sh.'ires the same impressions, predispositions, and 
(Vjstiny. When his mind is illuminated, when his 
heart is kind, ho throws himself joyfully into the 
sublime order, and does, with knowledge, what the 
stones do by structure. 

The religion which is to guide and fullil the 
l)rcscnt and coming ages, whatever else it bo, must 
bo intellectual. The scientific mind must have a 
faith which is science. “ There arc two tilings,” said 
Mahomet, “ which I abhor, the learned in his infideli¬ 
ties, and the fool in his devotions.” Our times are 
impatient of both, and specially of the last. Let us 
have nothing now which is not its own evidence. 
There is surely enough for the heart and imagination 
in tlie religion itself. Let us not be pestered with 
assertions and half-truths, with emotions and snuffle. 

There will bo a new church founded on moral 
science, at first cold and naked, a babe in a manger 
again,.^e algebra and mathematics of ethical law, 
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the church of men to come, without shawms, or psal-» 
tery, or sackbut; but it will have heaven and earth 
for its beams and rafters; science for symbol and 
illustration; it will fast enough gather beauty, music, 
[)icture, poetry. Was never stoicism so stern and 
exigent as this shall be. It shall send man home to 
his centi'al solitude, shame these social, supplicating 
manners, and make him know that much of the time 
he must have himself to his friend. He shall expect 
no co-operation,' ho shall walk with no companion. 
The nameless Thought, the nameless Power, the 
superjjersonal Heart,—he shall repose alone on that 
He needs only his own verdict. No good fame can 
Jielp, no bad fame can hurt him. The Laws are his 
coirsolcrs, the good Laws themselves are alive, they 
know if ho have kept them, they animate him with 
tlio leading of great duty, and an endless horizon. 
Honour and fortune exist to him who always recog¬ 
nises the neighbourhood of the great, always feels 
himself in the presence of high causes. 
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IIeak wliat British Merlin sung, 

Of keenest eye anil tniest tongue. 

Say not, the chiefs who first arrive 
Usurp the seats for wiiicli all strive ; 

The forefathers tliis land who found 
Failed to plant the vantage-ground ; 

Ever from one who conics to-morrow 
Men wait their good and trutli to borrow, 
lint wilt thou measure all thy road, 

See thou lift the lightest load., 

Who has little, to him who has less, can spare. 
And thou, Cyndyllaii’s son ! beware 
Ponderous gold and stuffs to bear, 

To falter ere thou thy task fulfil, -- 
Only the light-armed climb the hill. 

The richest of all lords is Use, 

And ruddy Health the loftiest Muse. 

Live in the sunshine, swim the sea. 

Drink the wild air’s salubrity: 

Where the star Canope shines in May, 
Shepherds are thankful, and nations gay. 

The music that can deepest reach, 

And cure all ill, is cordial speech : 
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Mask thy wisdom with delight, 

Toy with the bow;, yet hit the white. 
Of all wit’s uses, the main one 
Is to live well with who has none. 
Cleave to' thine acre; the round year 
■Will fetch all fruits and virtues here : 
Fool and foe may hamiless roam, 
Loved and loverls bide at home. 

A day for toil, an hour for sport, 

But for a friend is life too short. 
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Ai.thotigh tliis.gamility of advising i§ born with us, 
T confess that life is rather a subject of wonder than 
of didactics. So much fate, so muth imssistible 
dictation from temperament and unknown insjnration 
enters into it, that we doubt we can say anything out 
of our own experience whereby to help each other. 
All the professions are timid and expectant agencies. 
The priest is glad if his prayers or his sermon meet 
the condition of any soul; if of two, if of ten, ’tis a 
signal success. Btit he walked to the church without 
any assurance that he knew tin? distemper, or could 
heal it. The physician .ju’cscribcs hesitatingly out of 
liis few resources, the same tonic or sedative to JJjiis 
new and peculiar constitution, which he has applied 
with various success to a hundred men before. If the 
patient mends, he is glad and surprised. The lawyer 
advises the client, and tells his story to the jury, and 
leaves it with them, and is as gay and as much re 
lieved as the client, if it turns out that he has a 
verdict. The judge weighs the arguments, and ]mL.s 
a brave face on the matter, and, since there must bo 
a decision, decides as he can, and hopes he has done 
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justice, and given satisfaction to the community; 
l)ut i.s only an advocate after all. And so is all life a 
timid aiid unskilful spectator. We do what wo must, 
and .call it l)y»the best names. We like very well to 
be praised for onv action, but our conscience says, 
“Not unto us.” ’Tis little wo can do for each other. 
We accompany the you,th with sympathy, and mani¬ 
fold old sayings of the wise, to the gate of the arena, 
but ’tis certain that not by strength of ours, or of the 
old sayings, but only on strength of his own, unknown 
to us or to any, he must stand or fall. That by 
which a in.an'conquer.s in any passage, i.s a profound 
secret to every other being in the world, and it is 
onl}^ as ho turns his back on us and on all men, and 
draws on this most ]irivato wisdom, that any good can 
come to him. Wliat we have, therefore, to say of 
life, is rather description, or, if yon please, celebra¬ 
tion, than av.ailahlc rules. 

Vet vigour is contagious, and w’hatever makes us 
either thiidc or feel 'strongly, adds to our poiver, and 
enlarges our field of action- We have a debt t.o 
every great hea.rt, to every fine genius; to those who 
have put life and fortune on the cast of an act of 
justice; to those who have added new sciences; to 
those who have relined life by elegant pursuits. ’Tis 
the finQ souls who serve us, and not wh.at is called 
fine society. Fine society is only a self-protection 
against the vulgarities of the .street .and the tavern. 
Fine society, in the common acceptation, has neither 
ideas nor aims. It renders the service of a perfumery, 
or a laundry, not of a farm or factoiy. Tis an excln- 
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sion and a precinct Sydney Smith said, “A few yards 
in London cement or <lissolvc friendship.” It is an' 
unprincipled decorum; an affair of clean liften and 
co.achcs, of gloves, eards, and elegance in titles, 
'fhcre are other measures of seli-rcspect for a man, 
than the number of clean shiits ho puts on every day. 
Society wishes to be amuse4. I do not wish to he 
amused. I wish that life should not be cheap, hut 
•sacred. I wish the days to he as centuries, loaded, 
fragrant. Now* we reckon them as .banlc-days, by 
some debt which is to be paid us, or which wo arc to 
pay, or some pleasure we arc to taste. *Is all wo have 
to do to draw the breath in, and blow it out again 1 
I’oi'phyry’s definition is better; “Life is that whvjh 
hohis matter together.” The babe in anns is a 
liiannel through which the energies we call fate, love, 
and reason, vi.sibly stream. See what a cometarj^ 
train of auxiliaries man carries with him, of animals, 
plants, stones, gases, and im 2 )ondcrable elements. Let 
us infer his ends from this pofnp of means. Mira- 
beau said, “Why should wc feel ourselves to be men, 
unless it be to succeed in everything, evcrywhjye? 
Von must say of nothing, T/iai is hneath me, nor feel 
tliat anytliing can be out of your power. Nothing is 
impossible to the man who can will. Is thni neces¬ 
sary 1 Thai shall he :—this is the only law of success.” 
Whoever said it, this is in the right key. But this is 
not the tone and genius of the men in the street. In 
the streets we grow cynical The men we meet are 
coarse and torpid. The finest wits have their sedi¬ 
ment. What quantities of fribbles, paui)ers, invalids, 
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epicures, antiquaries, politicians, thieves, and triflers 
of liotli sexes, might be advantageously spared! 
MankinS divides itself into two classes,—benefactors 
and pialefactors. The second class is vast, the first a 
handful. A person seldom falls sick, but the by¬ 
standers arc animated with a faint hope tJiat he will 
die :—quantities of poor lives; of distressing invalids; 
of cases for a gun. Franklin said, “Mankind are 
very superficial and dastardly; tlicy begin upon a 
thing, but, meriting with a difficulty, 'they fly from it 
discouraged: but they have capacities, if they would 
employ them.’' Shall wo then judge a country by 
the majority, or by the minority t By the minorit}', 
styely. ’Tis pedantry to o.stimato nations by the 
census, or by square miles of land, or other than by 
their importance to the mind of the time. 

Leave this hypocritical prating about the masses. 
Mas.ses arc rude, lame, unmade, pernicious in tlieir 
demands and influence, and need not to be flattered 
but to be schooled. ' I wish not to concede anything 
to them, but to tame, drill, divide, and break them 
uj), and draw individuals out of them. The worst of 
charity is, that the lives you are asked to preserve ai'c 
not worth preserving. Masses! the calamity is the 
masses. I do not wish any mass at all, but honest 
men only, lovely, sweet, accomplished women only, 
and no shovel-handed, nan-ow-bi-aincd, gin-drinking 
million stockingers or lazzaroni at all. If government 
knew how, I should like to see it check, not multiply, 
the population. When it reaches its true law of action, 
every man that is born will be liailcd as essential. 
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Away with this hurrah of masses, and let us have 
tlie considerate vote of single men spoken on their 
honour and their conscience. In old Egypt' it was 
established law, that the vote of a prophet be reckoned 
equal to a hundred hands. I think lit was much under¬ 
estimated. “ Clay and clay differ in dignity,” as we 
discover by our preferences evpry day. Wliat a vicious 
l>ractice is this of our politicians at Washington pair¬ 
ing off! as if one man who votes wrong, going away, 
could excuse ydu, who mean to vote isght, for going 
av'ay; or, as if your presence did not tell in more 
ways than in your vote. Suppose the three hundred 
heroes at Thermopyla; had paired off with tliree 
hundred Persians: would it have been all the saipe 
to Greece, and to history ? Napoleon was called by 
his men Cent Mille. Add honesty to him, and they 
might have called him Hundred Million. 

Nature makes fifty poor melons for one that is 
good, and shakes down a tree full of gnarled, wonny, 
unripe crabs, before you can lind a dozen dessert 
apples; and she scatters nations of naked Indians, 
and nations of clothed Chiistians, with two or ^ce 
good heads among them. Nature works very hard, 
and only hits the white once in a million throws. In 
mankind, she is contented if she yields one master in 
a century. The more difficulty there is in creating 
good men, the more they are used when they come. 

I once counted in a little neighbourhood, and found 
tliat every able-bodied man had, say from twelve to 
fifteen persons dependent on him for material aid,— 
to w'honi he is to be for spoon and jug, for backer and 
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i3ponsor, for nursery and hospital, and many functions 
beside: nor docs it seem to make much difference 
whethcl he is bachelor or patriarch: if he do not 
violently douline the duties that fall to him, this 
amount of helpfulness will in one way or another be 
brought home to him. This is the tax which his 
abilities pay. The good men are employed for private 
centres of use, and for larger influence. All revela¬ 
tions, whether of mechanical or intellectual or moral 
science, are made not to commiinitifts, hut to single 
persons. All the marked events of our day, all the 
cities, all the' colonisations, may ho traced back to 
their origin in a private brain. All the feats which 
nvako our civility wore the thoughts of a few good 
heads. 

Meantime, this spawning productivity is not nox¬ 
ious or needless. You would say, this rabble of 
nations might be spared. But no, they are all counted 
and depended on. Fate keeps everything alive so 
long as the smallest thread of public necessity holds 
it on to the tree. The coxcomb and bully and thief 
cla^S are allowed as proletaries, every one of their 
vices being the excess or acridity of a virtue. The 
mass are animal, in pupilage, and near chimpanzee. 
But the units, whereof this mass is composed, are 
neuters, every one of which may be groAvn to a queen- 
Itee. The rule is, we are used as brute atoms, until 
we think; then, we use all the rest. Nature turns 
all malfaisance to good. Nature provided for real 
needs. No sane man at last distrusts himself. His 
existence is a perfect answer to all sentimental cavils. 
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If he is, he is wanted, and has the precise properties 
tliat are required. That we are here, is proof we 
ought to be here. We have as good right. And the 
s.amo sort of right to be here, as Cape Cod or Sandy 
Hook has to be there. 

To say then, the majority are wicked, means no 
nuilico, no bad heart in the observer, but, simply, that 
the majority are miripe, and have not yet come to 
tlicniselves, do not yet know their opinion. That, if 
they knew it, is'lan oracle for them an^ for all. But 
in the pas.sing moment, the quadiupcd interest is very 
prone to prevail: and this beast-force, v^Jjjlst it makes 
the discipline of the world, the school of heroes, the 
glory of martyrs, has provoked, in every age, t^e 
■satire of wits, and the tears of good men. They find 
tlie journals, the clubs, the governments, the churches, 
to bo in the interest and the pay of the devil. And 
wise men have met this obstruction in their times, like 
Socrates, with his famous irony j like Bacon, with life¬ 
long dissimulation; like ErasmuS, with his book “ The 
Praise of Folly;” like Babelais, with his satire rend¬ 
ing the nations. “They were the fools who ^ed 
against me, you wiU say,” wrote the Chevalier de 
Boufflers to Grimm; “ay, but the fools have the 
advantage of numbeis, and ’tis that which decides. 
’Tis of no use for us to make war with them; wo shall 
not weaken them; they will always be the masters. 
There will not be a practice or a usage introduced, 
of which they are not the authors.” 

In front of those sinister facts, the first lesson of 
history is the good of evil Good is a good doctor, 
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but Bad is sometimes a better. ’Tis the oppressions 
of William the Norman, savage forest-laws, and crush¬ 
ing desfjotism, that made possible the inspirations of 
Mwjua ClMrtckxmdov John. Edward I. wanted money, 
amies, castles, an(l«as much as he could got. It was 
necessary to call the people together by shorter, 
swifter ways,—and the House of Commons arose. 
To obtain subsidies, he paid in privileges. In the 
twenty-fourth year of his reign, he decreed, “ that no 
tax should be, levied without consent of Lords and 
Commons—which is the basis of the English Con¬ 
stitution. Plhtarch affirms that the cruel wars which 
followed the march of Alexander introduced the 
ciyility, language, and arts of Greece into the savage 
East; introduced marriage; built seventy cities; and 
imited hostile nations under one govcniment. The 
barbarians who broke up the Roman empire did not 
arrive a day too soon. Schiller says, the Tliirty Years’ 
War made Germany a nation. Rough, selfish despots 
servo men immensol)', as Henry VIII. in the contest 
with the Pope; as the infatuaiions no less than the 
wisdom of Cromwell; as the ferocity of the Russian 
czars]" as the fanaticism of the French regicides of 
1789. The frost which kills the harvest of a year 
saves the harvests of a century, by destroying the 
weevil or the locust. Wars, fires, plagues, break up- 
immovable routine, clear the ground of rotten races 
and dens of distemper, and open a fair field to new 
men. There is a tendency in things to right them¬ 
selves, and the war or revolution or bankruptcy that 
shatters a rotten system, allows things to take a new 
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Mid natund order. The sliarjiest evils are bent into 
that periodicity Avhich makes the ori'ors of planets, 
and the fevers and distempers of men, self-lhniting. 
Nature is upheld by antagonism. Passions, resistance, 
danger, are educators. We acquire the strength we 
have overcome. Without war, no soldier; without 
enemies, no hero. The sun wore insipid, if the uni- 
1 erse were not ojiaque. And the glory of character 
is ill affronting the horroi-s of depravity, to draw 
thence new nobilities of power: as Art lives and 
thrills in new use and combining of contrasts, and 
mining into the dark evermore for blacker pits of 
night. What would iiainter do, or what would poet 
or saint, but for crucifixions and hells? And ev(jf- 
raorc in the world is this marvellous balance of beauty 
and disgust, magnificence and rats. Not Antoninus, 
but a poor washerwoman said, “ The more trouble,« 
the more lion; that’s my principle.” 

I do not think very respectfully of the designs or 
the doings of the people who v^ont to California, in 
1849. It was a rush and a scramble of needy adven¬ 
turers, and, in the western country, a general |ail- 
delivery of all the rowdies of the rivers. Some of 
them went with honest purposes, some with very bad 
ones, and all of them with the very commonplace 
wish to find a short way to wealth. But Nature 
watches over all, and tiuris this malfaisance to good. 
California gets peopled and subdued,—civilised in 
this immoral way,—and, on this fiction, a real pros¬ 
perity is rooted and grown. ’Tis a decoy-duck; ’tis 
tubs tlirown to amuse the whale; but real ducks, and 
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whales that yield oil, axe caught And out of Sabine 
rapes, and out of 'robbers’ forays, real Eomes and 
their heroisms come in fulness of time. 

In America the geography is sublime, but the men 
are not: the inveiitions are excellent, but the invent¬ 
ors one is sometimes ashamed of. The agencies by 
which events so grand as the opening of California, 
of Texas, of Oregon, and the junction of the two 
oceans, are effected, are paltry,—coarse selfishness, 
fraud, and conspiracy: and most of 'Iho great results 
of history are brought about by discreditable means. 

The benefaxition derived in Illinois, and the great 
West, from railroads is inestimable, and vastly ex¬ 
ceeding any intentional philanthroj)y on record. 
What is the benefit done, by a good King Alfred, or 
by a Howard, or Pestalozzi, or Elizabeth Fry, or 
Florence Nightingale, or any lover, less or larger, 
compared with the involuntary blessing wrought on 
nations by the selfish capitalists who built the Illinois, 
Michigan, and the network of the Mississippi valley 
roads, which have evoked not only all the wealth of 
the soil, but the energy of millions of men ? ’Tis a 
sentonce of ancient wisdom, “that God hangs the 
greatest weights on the smallest wires.” 

What happens thus to nations, befalls every day in 
private houses. When the friends of a gentleman 
brought to his notice the follies of his sons, with many 
hints of their danger, he replied, that he knew so much 
mischief when he was a boy, and had turned out on the 
whole so successfully, that he was not alarmed by the 
dissipation of boys; ’twas dangerous water, but ho 
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thought they would soon touch bottom, and then 
swim to the top. This is bold practice, and there are 
many failures to a good escape. Yet one would say 
that a good understanding would suffice as well as 
moral sensibility to keep one oreeJ; the gratifications 
of the passions are so quickly seen to be damaging, 
and,—what men like least,—seriously lowering them 
in social rank. Then all talent sinks with character. 

'■'■(koyes moi, I’crreur aussi a son mSrite,” said Voltaire. 
We see those wh'o surmount, by dint o£ some egotism 
or infatuation, obstacles from which the prudent 
lecoil. The right partisan is a heady'narrow man, 
who, because he does not see many things, sees some 
one thing with heat and exaggeration, and, if he faHs 
among other narrow men, or on objects which have a 
brief importance, as some trade or politics of the hour, 
he prefei-s it to the universe, and seems inspired, and 
a godsend to those who wish to magnify the matter, 
and carry a point Better, certainly, if we could 
.secure the strength" and fire which rude, passionate 
men bring into society^ quite clear of their vices. 
But who dares draw out the linchpin from the waggon 
wheel? ’Tis so manifest, that there is no moral 
deformity, but is a good passion out of place; that 
there is no man who is not indebted to his foibles; 
that, according to the old oracle, “ the Furies are the 
bonds of men;” that the poisons are our principal 
medicines, which kill the disease, and save the life. 
In the high prophetic phrase. He causes the wrath of 
man to praise him, and twists and wrenches our evil to 
our see hokspeare wrote,— 
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“’Tis said, best iflen are moulded of their fanlts;” 
anti great educators and lawgivera, and ((specially 
generals and leaders of colonics, mainly rely on this 
stuff, and esteem men of irrcgidar and {(assional force 
the best timber. "A man of sense and energy, the 
late bead of the Farm School in Boston harbour, said 
to me, “I want none of your good boys,—give me 
the bad ones.” And this is the reason, I suppo.so, 
why, as soon as the children arc good, the mothers 
are scared, and think they are goiiJg to die. Mira- 
beau said, “ There are none but men of strong passions 
capable of going to greatness; none but such cap.able 
of meriting the public gratitude.” Passion, though a 
bad regulator, is a jjoweiful spring. Any absorbing 
passion has the effect to deliver from the little coils 
and cares of every day : ’tis the heat which sets our 
human atoms spinning, overcomes the friction of cross¬ 
ing thresholds, and first addresses in society, and 
gives us a good start and speed, (iasy to continue 
wdien once it is begun. In short, there is no man 
who is not at some time indebted to his vice.s, as no 
plant that is not fed from manures. We only insist 
that the man meliorate, and that the plant grow up 
ward, and convert the base into the bettor nature. 

The wise workman will not regret the poverty or 
the solitude which brought out his working talents. 
The youth is charmed with the fine air and accom¬ 
plishments of the children of fortune. But all great 
men come out of the middle classes. ’Tis better for 
the head ; ’tis better for the heart. Marcus Antoninus 
says, that Pronto told him “that the^ater, lad high 
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bom are for the most part heartless;” whilst nothing 
is so indicative of deepest culture as a tender con¬ 
sideration of the ignorant. Charles James Fox said 
of England, "The history of this country proves^that 
we are not to expect from men" in affluent circum¬ 
stances the vigilance, energy, and exertion without 
which the House of Commons would lose its greatest 
force and weight. Human nature is prone to indul¬ 
gence, and the most meritorious public services have 
always been pei^ormed by persons in -a condition of 
life removed from opulence.” And yet what we ask 
daily, is to be conventional. Supply, most kind gods! 
this defect in my address, in my form, in my fortunes, 
which puts me a little out of the ring: supply it, arftl 
let me be like the rest whom I admire, and on good 
terms with them. But the wise gods say. No, we 
have better things for thee. By humiliations, by 
defeats, by loss of sympathy, by gulfs of disparity, 
learn a mder truth and humanity than that of a fine 
gentleman. A Fifth-Avenue landlord, a West-End 
householder, is not tho highest style of man: and, 
though good hearts and sound minds are of no condi¬ 
tion, yet he who is to be wise for many must not be 
protected. He must know the huts where poor men 
lie, and the chores which poor men do. The first- 
class minds, .^sop, Socrates, Cervantes, Shakspeare, 
Franklin, had the poor man’s feeling and mortificar 
tion. A rich man was never insulted in his life: but 
this man must be stung. A rich man was never in 
danger from cold, or hunger, or war, or ruffians, and 
you can see he was not, from the moderation of his 
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ideas. ’Tis a fatal disadvantage to be cockered, and 
to cat too much cake. What testa of manhood could 
ho stand 1 Take him out of his protections. He is a 
good book-kdeper; or he is a shrewd adviser in tlie 
insurance office: perhaps he could pass a college ex¬ 
amination, and take his degrees: perhaps he can give 
wise counsel in a court ef law. Now plant him down 
among farmers, firemen, Indians, and emigrants. Set 
a dog on him: set a highwayman on him; try him 
with a course of mobs: send him to Nansas, to Pike’s 
Peak, to Oregon: and, if ho have true faculty, this 
may be the element he wants, and he will come out 
of it with broader wisdom and manly power. yEsop, 
Saadi, Cervantes, Eegnard, have been taken by cor¬ 
sairs, loft for dead, sold for slaves, and know the 
realities of human life. 

Bad times have a scientific value. These are occa¬ 
sions a good learner would not miss. As we go gladly 
to Faneiul Hall, to be played upon by the stormy 
winds and strong fingers of enraged patriotism, so i.s 
a fanatical persecution, civil war, national bankruptcy, 
or j-evolution, more rich in the central tones than 
languid years of prosperity. What had been, ever 
since our memory, solid continent, yawns apart, and 
discloses its composition and genesis. We learn 
geology the morning after the earthquake, on ghastly 
diagrams of cloven moxmtains, upheaved plains, and 
the dry bed of the sea. 

In our life and culture, everything is worked up, 
and comes in use,—passion, war, revolt, bankruptcy, 
and not less, folly and blunders, insult, ennui, and bad 
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company. Nature is a rag-merchant, who works up 
every shred and ort and end into new creations; like 
a good chemist, whom I found, the other day, in his 
laboratory, converting his old shirts into pure white 
sugar. Life is a boundless privilegb, and when you pay 
for your ticket, and get into the car, you have no guess 
what good company you shall find there. You buy 
much that is not rendered in the bUl. Men achieve a cer¬ 
tain greatness unawares, when working to another aim. 

If now in this connection of discourse we should 
venture on laying down the first obvious rules of life, 

I will not here rejjoat the first rule of economy, 
already propounded once and again, that every man ^ 
shall maintain himself,—but I will say, got healili. 
No labour, pains, temperance, poverty, nor exercise, 
that can gain it, must bo grudged. For sickness is a 
cannibal which eats up all the life and youth it can 
lay hold of, and absorbs its own sons and daughters. 

1 figure it as a pale, wailing, distracted phantom, 
absolutely selfish, heedless of what is good and great, 
attentive to its sensations, losing its soul, and afflict¬ 
ing other souls with meanness and mopings, and with 
ministration to its voracity of trifles. Dr. Johnson 
said severely, “ Every man is a rascal as soon as he is 
sick.” Drop the cant, and treat it sanely. In ilealing 
with the drunken, we do not affect to bo drunk. We 
must treat the sick with the same firmness, giving 
them, of course, every aid,—but withholding ourselves. 

I once asked a clergynuui in a retired town, who were 
his conij)anions? what men of ability ho saw? he 
replied, that he spent his time with the sick and the 
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dying. I said, ho seemed to me to need quite other 
company, and all the more that he had tihis: for if 
people were sick and dying to any purpose, wo would 
leave all and go to them, but, as far as I had obser\'ed, 
they were as frivolous as the rest, and sometimes 
much more frivolous. Let us engage our companions 
not to spare us. I knc«vv a wise woman who said to 
her friends, “ When I am old, rule me.” And the best 
part of health is fine disposition. It is more essential 
than talent, even in the works of talent Nothing 
will supply the want of sunshine to peaches, and, 
to make knowledge valuable, you must have the 
cheerfulness of wisdom. Whenever you are sincerely 
pleased, you are nourished. The joy of the spirit 
indicates its strength. All healthy things are sweet- 
tempered. Genius works in sport, and goodness 
smiles to the last ; and for the reason, that whoever 
sees the law which distributes things, does not dcs2)ond, 
but is animated to great desires and endeavours. He 
who desponds betrays that he has not seen it. 

’Tis a Dutch proverb, that"" paint costs nothing,” 
such are its preserving qualities in damp climates. 
Well, sunshine costs less, yet is finer pigment. And 
so of cheerfulness, or a good temper, the more it is 
spent, the more of it remains. The latent heat of an 
ounce of wood or stone is inexhaustible. You may 
rub the same chip of pine to the point of kindling, a 
hundred times; and the power of happiness of any 
soul is not to be computed or drained. It is observed 
that a depression of spirits develops the germs of a 
plague in individuals and nations. 
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It is an old cominendation of right behaviour, 

“ Aliis IMus, sa^nms sihi,” wiiich our English proverb 
translates, “ Bo merry and wis?.” I know how easy 
it is to men of the world to look grave,and sneer at 
your sanguine youth, and its glittpHug dreams. But 
1 find the gayest castles in the air that were over 
piled, far better for comfort and for use than the 
dungeons in the air that arc daily dug and caverned 
out by grumbling, discontented people. 1 know those 
miserable fellows, and I hate them, who see a black 
.star always riding through the light and coloured 
clouds in the sky overhead : waves of light pass over 
and hide it for a moment, but the black star keeps 
fast in the zenith. But power dwells with cheerful- * 
ue.ss; hope puts us in a working mood, whilst dospaii- 
is no muse, and untunes the active powers. A man 
.should make life and Nature happier to us, or ho had 
better never been bom. When the political economist 
reckons uj) the unproductive classes, he .should put at 
the head this class of pitiers of themselves, cravers of 
sympathy, bewailing imaginary disasters. An old 
French verse runs, in my translation :— 

“ Sumo of your griefs you have ciinal, 

And the sharpest you still have survived ; 

But what torments of imin you endured 
From evils that never arrived !” 

There arc three wants which never can be sati.s{ied : 
that of the rich, who wants something more ; that of 
the sick, who wants something different; and that of 
the traveller, who says, “ Anywhere but here.” The 
Turkish cadi said to Layard, “After the fashion of 
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thy [leople, thou hast wandered from one place to 
another, until thou art ha])py and content in none.” 
My countrymen are not less infatuated with the rococo 
toy of Italy. . All America seems on the point of em¬ 
barking for Europe.. But wo shall not always traverse 
seas and lands with light purposes, and for pleasure, 
as we say. One day wo^shall cast out the passion for 
Europe, hy the passion for America. Culture will 
give gravity and domestic rest to those who now 
travel only as not knowing how else to spend money. 
Already, who provoke pity like that excellent family 
party just arriving in their well-appointed carriage, as 
far from homo and any honest end as over? Each 
na,tion has asked successively, “ What are they here 
for?” until at last the party are shamefaced, and 
anticipate the question at the gates of each town. 

Genial manners are good, and power of accommo¬ 
dation to any circumstance, but the high prize of life, 
the crowning fortune of a man, is to be born with a 
bias to some pursuit, vvhich finds him in employment 
and happiness,—whether it b.o to make baskets, or 
broadswords, or canals, or statutes, or songs. I doubt 
not this was the moaning of Socrates, when he pro¬ 
nounced ai'tists the only truly wise, as being actually, 
not apparently so. 

In childliood, we fancied ourselves walled in by 
the horizon, as by a glass bell, and doubted not, by 
distant travel, we should reach the baths of the de¬ 
scending sun and stars. On experiment, the horizon 
flies before us, and leaves us on an endless common, 
sheltered by no glass bell. Yet ’tis strange how tena- 
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cioiisly WO cling to that hell-astronomy, of a protect¬ 
ing domestic horizon. 1 find the same illusion in 
the search after happiness, which I observe, every 
summer, recommenced in this noighbeurhood, .soon 
lifter the pairing of the birds. The young people do 
not like the town, do not like the sca-shorc, they will 
go inland; find a dear cottage deep in the mountains, 
•secret as their hearts. They set forth on their travels 
in search of a home: they reach Berkshire ; they 
reach Vermont/they look at the farms;—good farms, 
high mountain-sides : but where is the seclusion 'I 
The farm is near this; ’tis near that; thfey have got far 
from Boston, hut ’tis near Albany, or near Burlington, 
or near Montreal. They explore a farm, but the house 
is small, old, thin; discontented people lived there, and 
are gone;—there’s too much sky, too much out-doors; 
too public. The youth aches for solitude. When he 
comes to the house, he passes through the house. 
That does not make the deep recess he sought. “Ah! 
now, I perceive,” he says, “it* must be deep with 
persons; friends only, can give depth.” Yes, but 
there is a great dearth, this year, of friends; hard to 
find, and hard to have when found : they are just 
going away: they too are in the whirl of the flitting 
world, and have engagements and necessities. They 
are just starting for Wisconsin; have letters from 
Bremen:—see you again soon. Slow, slow to learn 
the lesson, that there is but one depth, but one in¬ 
terior, and that is—his purpose. When joy or cala¬ 
mity or genius shall show him it, then woods, then 
farms, then city shopmen and cab-drivers, indift'er- 
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ently with prophet or friend, will mirror back to him 
its unfathomable heaven, its populous solitude. 

The uses of travel are occasional, and short; but 
the best fruit it finds, when it finds it, is convci-sa- 
tion; and this is a' main function of life. What a 
difference in the hospitality of minds! Inestimable 
is ho to whom we can .say what we cannot say to 
ourselves. Others are involuntarily hurtful to us, 
.and bereave us of the power of thought, iin])ound 
and impriscui iis. As, when there is sympathy, there 
netals but one wise man in a company, and all are 
wise, —so, a blockhead makes a blockhead of his com¬ 
panion. Wonderful j»ower to benumb possesses this 
brother. When he comes into the office or public 
room, the society dissolves; one after another slips 
out, and the apartment is at lus disposal. What is 
incurable but a frivolous habit 1 A fly is as untam¬ 
able as a hyena. Yet folly in the sense of fun, fool¬ 
ing, or <lawdling, can easily be borne; as Talleyrand 
said, “I find nonsense singularly refreshing;” but a 
virulent, aggressive fool taints' the reason of a house¬ 
hold. I have seen a whole family of quiet, sensible 
people unhinged and beside themselves, victims of 
such a rogue. For the steady wrongheadednoss of 
one perverse pereon irritates the best: since we must 
withstand absurdity. But resistance only exasperates 
the acrid fool, who believes that Nature and gravita¬ 
tion are quite \vrong, and he only is right Hence 
idl the dozen inmates are soon perverted, with what¬ 
ever virtues and industries they have, into contra¬ 
dictors, accusers, explainci's, and repairers of this one 
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malefactor; like a boat abo)it to be overset, or a 
carriage run away with,—not only the foolish pilot 
or driver, but everybody on board is forced to assume 
strange and ridiculous attitudes, to balance the vulncle 
and prevent the upsetting. For’remedy, whilst the 
(!ase is yet mild, I recommend phlegm and tmtli: 
lot all the truth that is spoken or done bo at thc^ zero 
of inditleroncy, or truth itself will be folly. But, 
when the case is seated and maligiiant, the only safety 
is in amputation; as seamen say, you shall cut and 
run. How to live with unfit companions 1 —for, with 
such, life is for the most part spent; and experience 
teaches little better than our earliest instinct of self- 
defence, namely, not to engage, not to mix yourself 
in any manner with them; but let their madness 
spend itself unopjwscd;—you are you, and I am I. 

Conversation is an art in which a man has all 
mankind for his competitors, for it is that which all 
are practising every day while they live. Our habit 
of thought,—take men as they rise,—is not satisfy¬ 
ing ; in the common exjjeri’cnce, I fear, it is poor and 
squalid. The success which will content them, is a 
bargain, a lucrative employment, an advantage gained 
over a competitor, a marriage, a patrimony, a legacy, 
and tlie like. With these objects, their convc'isation 
deals with surfaces: politics, trade, i)ersonal defects, 
exaggerated bad news, and the ruin. I’his is forloin, 
and they feel sore and sensitive. Now, if one comes 
who can illuminate this dark house with thoughts, 
show them their native riches, what gifts they have, 
how indispensable each is, jvhat magical powers over 
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nature and meu; what access to poetry, religion, and 
the powers which constitute character; he wakes in 
them the feeling of worth, his suggestions require 
new .ways of' living, new books, new men, new arts 
and sciences,—then we come out of our egg-shell 
existence into the great dome, and see the zenith 
over and the nadir under us. Instead of the tanks 
and buckets of knowledge to which we are daily con¬ 
fined, wo come down to the shore of the seii, and diji 
our hands in its miraculous waves. ' ’Tis wonderful 
the effect on the company. They arc not the men 
they were. Tiiey have all been to California, and all 
have come back millionaires. There is no book and 
no pleasure in life comparable to it. Ask what is 
host in our experience, and we shall say, a few pieces 
of plain dealing with wise peojde. Our conversation 
once and again has apprised us that we belong to 
better circles than we have yet beheld; that a mental 
power invites us, whoso generalisations are more worth 
for joy and for effect than anything that is now called 
philosophy or literature. In excited conversation, we 
have glimpses of the Universe, hints of power native 
to the soul, far-darting lights and shadows of an 
Andes landscape, such as wo can hardly attain in lone 
meditation. Here are oracles sometimes profusely 
given, to which the memory goes back in barren 
hours. 

Add the consent of will and temperament, and 
there exists the covenant of friendship. Our chief 
want in life is, somebody who shall make us do 
what wo can. This is th(i service of a friend. With 
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him wc are easily groat. There is a sublime attraction 
ill him to whatever virtue is in us. How he flings 
wide the doors of existence ! What questions we ask 
of him! what an understanding wo have! how few 
words are needed! It is the only real society. An 
Eastern poet, Ali Ben Abu Talcb, writes with sad 
truth,— 

“ 1 [e who has a thousand friends h,as not a friend to spare, 

And Jio who has one enemy shall meet him everywhere." 

But few writers have said anything, better to this 
point than Hafiz, who indicates this relation as the 
test of mental health : “Thou leamest*no secret until 
thou knowest friendship, since to the imsound no 
heavenly knowledge enters.” Neither is life lojig' 
(snough for friendship. That is a .serious and inaje.stic 
affair, like a royal presence, or a religion, and not a 
postilion’s dinner to bo eaten on the run. There is a 
pudency about friendship, as about love, and though 
fine souls never lose sight of it, yet they do not name 
it. With the first class of men bur friendship or good 
understanding goes quite behind all accidents of 
estrangement, of condition, of reputation. And yet 
we do not provide for the greatest good of life. We 
take care of our health; wc lay up money; wo make 
our roof tight, and our clothing sufficient; but who 
provides wisely that he shall not be wanting in the 
best property of all,—friends 1 We know that all our 
training is to fit us for this, and we do not take 
the step towards it. How long shall wc sit and wait 
for these benefactors 1 

It makes no difference, in looking back five years, 
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how you have been dieted or dressed ; whether you 
have been lodged on tlie first floor or tlio attic; 
wliethcr you have had^ardens and baths, good cattle 
and horses, have been carried in a neat equipage, or 
in a ridiculous truck: these things are forgotten so 
quickly, and leave no cfTcct. But it counts much 
whether we have had good companions, in that time : 
—almost as much as what we have been doing. And 
SCO the overpowering importance of neighbourhood in 
all association., As it is marriage, fit or unfit, that 
makes our home, so it is who lives near us of equal 
social dcgrce,-^a few people at convenient distance, 
no matter how bad company,—those, and these only, 

' shall he your life’s companions : and all those who are 
native, congenial, and by many an oath of the heart 
sacramented to you, arc gradually and totally lost. 
You cannot deal systematically with this fine element 
of society, and one may take a good deal of pains to 
bring people together, and to organise clubs and 
debating societies, and yet no result come of it. But 
it is certain that there is a great deal of good in us 
that does not know itself, and that a habit of union 
and competition brings people up and keeps them uji 
to their highest point; that life would he twice or ten 
times life, if spent with wise and fniitful companions. 
The obvious infci'once is, a little useful deliberation and 
pre-concert, when one goes to. buy house and land. 

But wo live with poo[)le on other platforms; wo 
live with dependants, not only M’ith the young whom 
we are to teach all wo know, and clothe with the 
advantages we have earned, but also with those who 
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serve us directly, and for money. Yet the old rules 
hold good. Lot not the tie be mercenary, though the 
service is measured by money.. Make yourself neces¬ 
sary to somebody. Do not make life, hard to any. 
This point is acquiring new inqiortauco in American 
social life. Our domestic service is usually a foolish 
fracas of unreasonable demand on one side, and 
shirking on the other. A man of wit was asked, in 
the train, what was his errand in the city. lie 
replied, “I have been sent to procure an angel to do 
cooking.” A lady comjdained to mo, that, of her two 
maidens, one was absent-minded, and* the other was 
absent-bodied. And the evil increases from the 
ignorance and hostility of every shiji-Ioad of ^le' 
immigrant population swarming into houses and 
farms. Few poojde discern that it rests with the, 
master or the mistress what service comes from the 
man or the maid; that this identical hussy was a 
tutelar spirit in one house, and a haridan in the otlicr. 
All sensible jieople are selfish, find nature is tugging 
at every contract to make the tenns of it fair. If 
you are proposing only your own, the other party 
must deal a little hardly by you. If you deal 
generously, the other, though selfish and unjust, will 
make an exception in your favour, and deal truly with 
you. When I asked an ironmaster about the slag 
and cinder in railroad iron,—“ 0,” he said, “ there’s 
always good iron to be had: if there’s cinder in the 
iron, ’tis because there was cinder in the pay.” 

But why multiply these topics, and their illustra¬ 
tions, which are endless 1 Life brings to each his task, 
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and, whatever art you select, algebra, planting, archi¬ 
tecture, poems, commerce, politics,—all are attainable, 
even to the miraculous triumphs, on the same tenns, 
of selecting that for which you ai‘e apt;—begin at the 
beginning, proceed* in orfer, step by step. ’Tis as 
easy to twist iron anchors, and braid cannons, as to 
braid straw, to boil gra.nite as to bofl water, if you 
take all the steps in order. Wherever there is failure, 
there is some giddiness, some superstition about luck, 
some step omitted, which Nature never pardons. The 
happy conditions of life may be had on the same terms. 
Their attractibn for you is the pledge that they arc 
within your reach. Our prayers are 2 )rophets. There 
must be fidelity, and there must be adherence. How 
respectable the life that clings to its objects! Youth¬ 
ful aspirations are fine things, your theories and plans 
of life are fair and commendable:—^but will you stick 1 
Not one, I fear, in that Common full of peojdc, or, in 
a thousand, but one: and, when you tax them with 
treachery, and remind them of their high resolutions, 
they have forgotten that they made a vow. The 
individuals are fugitive, and in the act of becoming 
something else, and irresponsible. The race is great, 
the ideal fair, but the men whiffling and unsure. The 
hero is he who is immovably centred. The main 
difference between people seems to be, that one man 
can come under obligations on which you can rely,— 
is obligable; and another is not As he has not a law 
within him, there’s nothing to tie him to. 

’Tis inevitable to name particulars of virtue, and 
of condition, and to exaggerate them. But all rests at 
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last, OA that integrity which dwarfs talent, and can 
spare it. Sanity consists in not being subdued by 
your means. Fancy prices arc paid for position, and 
for the culture of talent, but to the grand interests, 
Kiiperficial success is of no account., *The man,—it is 
his altitude,—not feats, but forces,—not on set days 
and public occasions, but, at all hours, and in repose 
alike as in energy, still formidable, and not to be dis¬ 
posed of. The populace says, with Horne Tooke, “ If 
you would be porrerful, pretend to be powerful.” I 
lirefcr to .say with the old prophet, “Seekest thou 
great things 1 seek them not: ”—or, what was said of 
a Spanish prince, “The more you took from him, the 
greater he looked.” Flm on lui ole, plus II est grand. 

The secret of culture is to learn that a few great 
[)oints steadily reappear, alike in the poverty of the 
ohseiircst farm, and in the mi.scellany of metropolitan 
lif(', and that these few are alone to be regarded,—the 
csca[)e from all false ties; courage to be what we are ; 
and love of what is simple and beautiful; independ¬ 
ence, and cheerful relation, these are the essentials,— 
thc.sc, and the wish to serve,—to add somewhat to 
I ho well-being of men. 


VOL. V. 




VIII. 


BEAUTY. 


Was never form aiirl never fare 
So sweety to Smvji as only f'rfioo 
Wliieh did not slumber like; a stone 
But liovered gleaming and was gone. 
Beauty ebasod he everywlnue. 

In flame, in stonii, in clouds of air. 

He smote the lake to feed his eye 

With the beryl beam of tin- broken wave 
He flung in jiebbles well to liear 

The moment’s music which they gave. 
Oft pealed for him a lofty tone 
From nodding pole and beltuig zone. 

He heard a voice none else could hear 
Fi'om centred and from errant .sphere. 

The quaking earth did quake in rhyme. 
Seas ebbed and flowed iji epic chime. 

In dens of pa.s.sion, and juts of woe, 

He saw strong Eros struggling through. 

To sun the dark and solve the curse. 

And beam to the bounds of the universe. 
While thus to love he gave his days 
Tn loyal worship, scorning praise. 

How spread their lures for him, in vain. 
Thieving Ambition and jialtering Gain ! 

He thought it happier to be dead. 

To die for Beauty, than live for bread. 




BEAUTY. 


The spiral tendency of vegetation infects education 
also. Our books approach very slowly the things we 
most wish to knoAV. What a parade avo make of our 
science, and how far ofl^ and at arm’s length, it is from 
its objects ! Our botany is all names, not poAVors*: 
poets and romancers talk of herbs of grace and heal¬ 
ing ; but what does the botanist knoAV of the Aurtues 
of his weeds i The geologist lays bare the strata, and 
can tell them all on his fingers: but docs hef know 
Avhat effect passes into the man who builds his house 
in them 1 what effect on the race that inhabits a 
granite shelf? Avhat on the inhabitants of m.arl and of 
allimum 1 

We should go to the ornithologist with a new feel-- 
ing, if ho could teach us what the social birds say, 
Avhon they sit in the autumn council, talking together 
in the trees. The want of sympathy makes his record 
a dull dictionary. His result is a dead bird. The 
bird is not in its ounces and inches, but in its relations 
to Nature; and the skin or skeleton you show me is 
no more a heron, than a heap of ashes or a bottle of 
gases into Avhich his body has been reduced is Dante 
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or Washington. The naturalist is led from the road 
by the whole distance of his fancied advance. The 
boy had juster views 'when he gazed at the shells on 
the -beach, of thci flowers in the meadow, unable to 
call them by their names, than the man in the pride 
of his nomenclature. Astrology interested us, for it 
tied man to the system. - Instead of an isolated beggar, 
the farthest star felt him, and he felt the star. How¬ 
ever rash and liowovcr falsified by pretenders and 
traders in it, the hint was tmo and divine, the soul’s 
avowal of its large relations, and that climate, century, 
remote natures, as well as near, arc part of its bio¬ 
graphy. Chemistry takes to pieces, but it does not 
cbnstruct. Alchemy, which sought to transmute one 
element into another, to prolong life, to arm with 
power,—that was in the right direction. All our 
science lacks a human side. The tenant is more than 
the house. Bugs and stamens and spores, on which 
we lavish so many ypars, are not finalities, and man, 
when his powers unfold in order, will take Nature 
along with him, and emit light into all her recesses. 
The human heart concerns us more than the poring 
into microscopes, and is larger than can be measured 
by the pompous figures of the astronomer. 

Wo are just so frivolous and sceptical. Men hold 
themselves cheap and vile: and yet a man is a faggot 
of thunderbolts. All the elements pour through his 
system : he is the flood of the flood, and fire of the fire; 
he feels the antipodes and the pole, as drops of his 
blood: they are the eirtension of his personality. His 
duties are measured by that instrument he is ; and a 
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right and perfect man would be felt to the centre of 
the Copernican system. ’Tis curious that we only 
believe as deep as we live. We,do not think heroes 
can exert any more awful power than that surface-play 
which amuses us. A deep man believes in miracles; 
waits for them, believes in magic, believes tliat the 
orator will decompose his adversary; believes that the 
evil eye can wither, that the heart’s blessing can heal: 
that love can exalt talent; can overcome all odds. 
l<’rom a groat heart secret magnetisms flpw incessantly 
to draw great events. But we priue very humble 
utilities, a prudent husband, a good sOn, a voter, a 
citizen, and deprecate any romance of character; and 
perhaps reckon only lus money value,—his intellect, 
his alfection, as a sort of bill of exchange, easily con¬ 
vertible into fine chambers, pictures, music, and wine. 

The motive of science was the extension of man, 
on all sides, into Nature, till his hands should touch 
the stars, his eyes see through the earth, his ears 
understand the language of beast and bird, and the 
sense of the wind ; and, tiirough his sympathy, heaven 
and earth should talk with him. But that is not our 
science. These geologies, chemistries, astronomies, 
seem to make wise, but they leave us where they 
found us. The invention is of use to the inventor, 
of questionable help to any other. The formulas of 
science are like the papers in j'-our pocket-book, of no 
value to any but the owner. Science in England, in 
America, is jealous of theory, hates the name of love 
and moral purpose. There’s a revenge for this in¬ 
humanity. What manner of man does science make 1 
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Tlie boy is not attracted. He says, I do not wish to 
be such a kind of man as my professor is. The col¬ 
lector has dried all ^.he plants in his herbal, but he 
has lost weight and humour. He has got aU snakes 
and lizards in his’ phials, but science has done for him 
also, and has put the man into a bottle. Our reliance 
on the physician is a kind of despair of ourselves. 
The clergy have bronchitis, which does not seeni a 
certificate of spiritual health. Macrcady thought it 
came of falsetto of their voicing. An Indian 
prince, Tisso, one day riding in the forest, saw a herd 
of elk sporting. “ See how happy,” he said, “ these 
browsing elks are! Why should not priests, lodged 
and fed comfortably in the temples, also amuse them¬ 
selves 1” Itetuming home, he imparted this reflection 
to the king. The king, on the next day, conferred 
the sovereignty on him, saying, “Prince, administer 
this empire for seven days: at the termination of 
that period, I shall put thee to death.” At tlie end 
of the seventh day,‘the king inquired, “Prom what 
cause hast thou become so emaciated 1” He answered, 
“From the horror of death.” The monarch rejoined: 
“ Live, my child, and be wise. Thou hast ceased to 
take recreation, saying to thyself, in seven days 1 
shall be put to death. These priests in the temple 
incessantly meditate on death; how can they enter 
into healthful diversions!” But the men of science 
or the doctors or the clergy are not victims of their 
pursuits, more than others. The miller, the lawyer, 
and the merchant, dedicate themselves to their own 
details, and do not come out men of more force. 
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Have they divination, grand aims, hospitality of soul, 
and the equality to any event, which we demand in 
man, or only the reaetions of the mill, of the ware.s, 
of the chicane ? 

No object really interests us but man, and in man 
only his superiorities; and, though we ai'o aware of a 
perfect law in Nature, it hag fascination for us only 
through its relation to him, or, as it is rooted in the 
mind. At the birth of Winckelmann, more than a 
linndrod years ago, side by side witli this arid, depart- 
mental, post mortem, science, rose an enthusiasm in the 
study of Beauty; and perhaps some bparks from it 
may yet light a conflagration in the other. Know¬ 
ledge of men, knowledge of manners, the power •of 
fonn, and our sensibility to personal influence, never 
go out of fashion. These arc facts of a science wjiich 
we study without book, whose teachers and subjects 
are always near us. 

So inveterate is our habit of criticism, that much 
of our knowledge in this ilirection belongs to the 
chapter of pathologyr The crowd in the street 
of tenor furnishes degradations than angels or re¬ 
deemers : but they all prove the transiiarency. Every 
spirit makes its house; and wo can give a shrew'd 
guess from the house to the inhabitant. But not less 
<loes Nature furnish us with every sign of grace and 
goodness. The delicious faces of children, the beauty 
of school-girls, “ the sw'Cet seriousness of sixteen,” the 
lofty air of well-born, well-bred boys, the passionate 
histories in the looks and manners of youth and early 
manhood, and the varied power in all that wcll-knowm 
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company that escort ns through life,—we know how 
these forms thrill, paralyse, provoke, inspire, and 
enlarge us. 

Beauty is the form under which the intellect pre¬ 
fers to study the world. All privilege is that of 
beauty; for there are many beauties; as, of general 
nature, of the human face and form, of manners, of 
brain, or method, moral beauty, or beauty of the 
soul. 

The ancients believed that a genius or demon took 
possession at birth of each mortal, to guide liim; that 
those genii wdre sometimes seen as a flame of fii’e 
partly immersed in the bodies which they governed; 
*—on an evil man, resting on his head; in a good 
man, mixed with his substance. They thought the 
same genius, at the death of its ward, entered a new¬ 
born child, and they pretended to guess the pilot by 
the sailing of the shij). Wo recognise obscurely the 
same fact, though we gi\'e it our own names. We 
say, that every man is entitled to be valued by his 
best moment. We measure •-our friends so. We 
know, they have intervals of folly, whereof we take 
no hood, but wait the rcappearings of the genius, 
which are sure and beautiful. On the other side, 
everybody knows people who appear beridden, and 
who, with all degrees of abilitj^, never impress us with 
the air of free agency. They .know it too, and peep 
with their eyes to sec if you detect their sad plight. 
We fancy, could we pronoimce the solving word, and 
disenchant them, the cloud would roll U 2 ), the little 
rider would be discovered and unseated, and they 
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would regain their freedom. Tlie remedy seems 
never to bo far off, since the first step into thought 
lifts this mountain of necessity. , Thought is the pent 
air-ball which can rive the planet, and* the beijuty 
which certain objects have for hiln, is the friendly 
fire which expands the thought, and acquaints the 
prisoner that liberty and power await him. 

Tlio question of Beauty takes u.s out of surfaces, 
i,o thinking of ^le foundations of things. G-oethe 
•said, “ The beautifid is a manifestation *of secret laws 
of Nature, which, but for this appearance, had been 
for ever concealed from us.” And the working of this 
deep instinct makes ail the excitement—much of it 
superficial and absurd enough—about works of art, 
which leads armies of vain travellers every year to 
Italy, Greece, and Kgypt. Every man values every 
acquisition he makes in the science of beauty above 
his possessions. The most useful man in the most 
useful woiid, so long as only commodity was served, 
would remain unsatisfied. But, as fast as he sees 
beauty, life acquires a v'ery high value. 

I am warned by the ill fate of many philosophers 
not to attempt a definition of Beauty. I will rather 
enumerate a few of its qualities. We ascribe beauty 
to that which is simple; which has no superfluous 
parts: which exactly answers its end; which stands 
related to all things; which is the mean of many 
extremes. It is the most enduring quality, and the 
most ascending quality. We say, love is blind, and 
the figure of Cupid is dravra with a bandage roimd 
lus eyea Blind :—^yes, because he does not see what 
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ho does not like; hut the sharpest-sighted hunter in 
the universe is Love, for finding what ho seeks, and 
only that; and the jnythologists tell us, that Vulcan 
was. painted dame, and Cupid Blind, to call attention 
to the fact, that Ohe was all limbs, and the other all 
eyes. In the true mythology. Love is an immortal 
child, and Beauty leads him as a guide; nor can we 
express a deeper sense tlian when we say. Beauty is 
the pilot of the young soul. 

Beyond their sensuous delight, the forms and 
colours of Nature have a new charm for us in our 
perception, that not one ornament was added for 
ornament, but is a sign of some better health, or more 
eesccllcnt action. Elegance of form in bird or beast, 
or in the human figure, marks some excellence of 
structure: or beauty is only an invitation from what 
belongs to us. ’Tis a law of botany, that in plants, 
the same virtues follow the s.ame forms. It is a rule 
of largest ai>plicatioD, true in a plant, true in a loaf 
of bread, that in the construction of any fabric or 
organism, any real increase of fitness to its end is an 
increase of beauty. 

The lesson taught by the study of Greek and of 
Gothic art, of antique and of Pre-ltaphaelito painting, 
was worth all the research,—namely, that all beauty 
must be organic; that outside embellishment is de¬ 
formity. It is the soundness- of the bones that ulti- 
mates itself in a peach-bloom complexion: health of 
constitution that makes the sparkle and the power of 
the eye. ’Tis the adjustment of the size and of the 
joining of the sockets of the skeleton, that gives grace 
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of outline and the finer grace of movement. The cat 
and the deer cannot move or sit inelegantly. The 
dancing-master can never teach a badly-built man to 
walk well. The tint of the flo#cr proceeds from its 
root, .and the lustres of the sea-shell begin with its 
existence. Hence our taste in building rejects paint, 
and all sliifts, and shows the original grain of the 
wood: refuses pilasters and' colunms that support 
nothing, and allows the real supporters of the house 
honestly to show themselves. Every necessary or 
nvganic action pleases the beholder. A man leading 
a horse to water, a farmer sowing see^, the labours 
of haymakers in the field, the carpenter building a 
ship, the .smith at his forgo, or whatever useful labour, 
is becoming to the wise eye. But if it is done to be 
seen, it is mean. How beautiful arc ships on the sea! 
but ships in the theatre,—or ships kept for picturesque 
elfect on Virginia Water, by George IV., and men 
liired to stand in fitting costumes at a penny an hour! 
—What a difference in effect between a battalion of 
troops mai'ching to action, and one of our independent 
companies on a holiday ! In the midst of a military 
show and a fegtal procession gay with banners, I saw 
a boy seize an old tin pan that lay rusting under a 
wall, and poising it on the top of a stick, ho set it 
turning, and made it describe the most elegant im¬ 
aginable curves, and drew away attention from the 
decorated procession by this startling beauty. 

Another text from the mythologists. The Greeks 
fabled that Venus was bom of the foam of the sea. 
Nothing interests us which is stark or boimded, but 



238 CONDUCT OF LIFE. [vin. 

only what streams with life, what is in act or endea¬ 
vour to reach somewhat beyond. The pleasure a 
palace or a temple gives the eye, is, that an order and 
method has been communicated to stones, so that they 
spelik and geometrise, become tender or sublime with 
expression. Beauty is the moment of transition, as 
if the form were just ready to flow into other forms. 
Any fixedness, heaping, or concentration on one. 
feature,—a long nose, a sharp chin, a hump-back,—is 
the reverse of the flowing, and therefore deformed. 
Beautiful as is the symmetry of any form, if the form 
can move, wi; seek a more excellent symmetry. The 
interruption of equilibrium stimulates the eye to desire 
the restoration of symmetry, and to watch the steps 
tlirough which it is attained. This is the charm of 
running water, sea-waves, the flight of birds, and the 
locomotion of animals. This is the theory of dancing, 
to recover continually in changes the lost equilibrium, 
not by abrupt and angular, but by gradual and curv¬ 
ing movements. I have been told by persons of ex¬ 
perience in matters of taste.,^that the fashions follow 
a law of gradation, and arc never arbitrary. The new 
mode is always only a step onward in the same direc¬ 
tion as the last mode ; and a cultivated eye is prepared 
for and predicts the new fashion. This fact suggests 
the reason of all mistakes and offence in our own 
modes. It is necessary in music, when you strike a 
discord, to let down the ear by an intermediate note 
or two to the accord again : and many a good experi¬ 
ment, bom of good sense, and destined to succeed, 
fails, only because it is offensively sudden. I suppose,. 
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the Patisian milliner who dresses the world from her 
imperious boudoir will know how to reconcile the 
Bloomer costume to the eye of mankind, and make it 
triumphant over Punch himself, by interposing the 
just gradations. I need not say^how wide the‘same 
law ranges ; and how much it can be hoped to effect. 
All that is a little harshly claimed by progressive 
parties, may easily come to be conceded without 
question, if this rule be observed. Thus the circum¬ 
stances may bo Easily imagined, in which woman may 
speak, vote, argue causes, legislate, and drive a coach, 
and all the most naturally in the world, if only it 
come by degrees. To this streaming or flowing be¬ 
longs the beauty that all circular movement has; as, • 
the circulation of waters, the circulation of the blood, 
the periodical motion of planets, the annual wave of 
vegetation, the action and reaction of Nature: and, 
if wo follow it out, this demand in our thought for 
an ever-onward action is the argument for the 
immortality. » 

One more text from .the mythologists is to the same 
purpose ,—Beauty rides mi a lion. Beauty rests on 
necessities.^ The line of beauty is the result of perfect 
economy. The cell of the bee is built at that angle 
which gives the most strength with the least wax; 
the bone or the quill of the bird gives the most aki- 
strength with the least weight. “St is the purgation 
of superfluities)^ said Michel Angelo. There is not a 
particle to spare in natural structures. There is a 
compelling reason in the uses of the plant, for every 
novelty of colour or form : and our art saves material. 



240 


CONDUCT OF LIFE. 


[vin. 

by more skilful arrangement, and reaches beauty by 
taking every superfluous ounce that can bo spared 
from a wall, and keeping all its strength in the poetry 
of columns. In rhe€oric, this art of omission is a 
chief secret of power, and, in general, it is proof of 
high culture, to say the greatest matters in the sim¬ 
plest way. 

Veracity first of all, and for ever. Men de beau que 
le vrai. In all design, art lies in making your object 
prominent, but there is a prior art invehoosing objects 
that are prominent. The fine arts have nothing 
casual, but spi;ing from the instincts of the nations 
that created them. 

Beauty is the quality which makes to endure. In 
a kouse that I know, 1 have noticed a block of sper¬ 
maceti lying about closets and mantel-pieces, for 
twehty years together, simply because the tallowmau 
gave it the form of a rabbit; and, I suppose, it may 
continue to bo luggc^d about unchanged for a century. 
Let an artist scrawl a dew lines or figures on the back 
of a letter, and that scrap of paper is rescued from 
danger, is put in portfolio, is framed and glazed, 
and, in proportion to the beauty of the lines drawn, 
will be kept for centuries. Bums writes a copy of 
verses, and sends them to a newspaper, and the 
human race talcc charge of them that they shall not 
perish. 

/As the flute is heard farther than the cartel see 
how surely a beautiful form strikes .the fancy of men, 
and is copied and reproduced without etid. How 
many copies are there of the Belvedere Apollo, the 
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Venus, the Psyche, the Warwick Vase, the Parthenon, 
and the Temple of Vestal These are objects of 
tenderness to all. In our cities, an ugly building is 
soon removed, and is never repeated, hut ^*^7 beauti¬ 
ful hnilding is copied and improved upon, so tliat all 
masons and carpenters work to repeat and preserve 
the agreeable forms, whilst the ugly ones die out. 

The felicities of design in art, or in works of 
Nature, arc shadows or forerunners of that beauty 
which reaches its {rerfection in the human form. All 
wen are its lovers. Wherever it goes, it creates joy 
and hilarity, and everything is permitted to it. It 
roaches its height in woman. “To Eve,” say the 
Mahometans, “God gave two-thirds of all beauty.” 
A beautiful woman is a practical poet, taming her 
savage mate, planting tenderness, ho[>e, and eloquence, 
in all whom she approaches. Some favours of condi¬ 
tion must go with it, since a certain serenity is essen¬ 
tial, but we love its reproofs and superiorities. Nature 
wislics that woman should attraef. man, yet she often 
cunningly moulds into her face a little sarca.sm, which 
seems to say, “Yes, I am willing to attract, but to 
attract a little better kind of a man than any I yet 
behold.”' French m^muires of the fifteenth century 
celebrate the name of Pauline dc Viguierc, a virtuous 
and accomplished maiden, who so fired the enthusiasm 
of her contemporaries by her enchanting foim, that 
the citizens of her native city of Toulouse obtained 
the aid of the civil authorities to compel her to 
appear publicly on the balcony at least twice a week, 
and, a-s often as she showed herself, the crowd was 
VOL. V. ' K 
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dangerous to life. Not less, in England, in the last 
century, was the fame of the Gunnings, of whom, 
Elizabeth married the Duke of Hamilton; and Maria, 

t 

the Earl of Coventry. Walpole says, “The concouise 
was so great, when the Duchess of Hamilton was 
presented at court, on Friday, that even the noble 
crowd in the (kawing-room clambered on chairs and 
tables to look at her. There ai’e mobs at their doors 
to see them get into their chairs, and people go early 
to get places at the theatres, when It is knovni they 
will be there.” “ Such crowds,” he adds, elsewhere, 
“flock to see the Duchess of Hamilton, that seven 
hundred people sat up all night, in and about an inn, 
in York.shii'e, to see her get into her post-chaise next 
morning.” 

But why need we console ourselves wdth the fames 
of Helen of Argos, or Corinna, or Pauline of Toulouse, 
or the Duchess of Hamilton? We all know this 
magic very well, or can divine it. It does not hurt 
weak eyes to look ifito beautiful eyes never so long. 
Women stand related to beautiful Nature around us, 
and the enamoured youth mixes their foirn vuth 
moon and stars, with woods and waters, and the 
pomp of summer. They heal us of awkwardness by 
their words and looks. Wo observe their intellectual 
influence on the most serious student. They refine 
and clear his mind; teach him to put a pleasing 
method into what is dry and difficult Wo talk to 
them, and wish to be' listened to; we fear to fatigue 
them, and acquire a facility of expression which passes 
from conversation into habit of style. 
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That Beauty is the. normal state, is shown by the 
perpetual effort of Nature to attain it ^ Mirabeau had 
an ugly face on a handsome ground ;'and we see faces 
every day which have a good typo, bu,t have been 
marred in the casting; a proof that we arc all entitled 
to beauty, should have been beautiful, if our ancestors 
liad kept the laws,—as every lily and every rose is 
well. But our bodies do not fit us, but caricature 
and.satirise us. Thus, short legs, which constrain us 
to short mincing steps, ai’e a kind of personal insult 
and contumely to the owner; and long stilts, again, 
jnit him at perpetual disadvantage, ai«l force him 
to stoop to the general level of mankind. Martial 
ridictiles a gentleman of his day whose countenance 
resembled the face of a swimmer seen under water. 
Saadi describes a schoolmaster “ so ugly and crabbed, 
that a sight of him would derange the ecstasies of the 
orthodox.” Faces are rarely true to any ideal type, 
but are a record in sculpture of a thousand anecdotes 
of whim and folly. Portrait painters say that most 
f.icos and forms are irregular and unsymraetrical ; 
have one eye blue, and one gray; the nose not 
straight; and one shoulder higher than another; the 
hair unequally distributed, etc. The man is physi¬ 
cally as well as metaphysically a thing of shreds and 
patches borrowed unequally from good and bad 
ancestors, and a misfit from the start. 

A beautiful person, among the Greeks, was thought 
to betray by this sign some secret favour of the im¬ 
mortal gods: and we can pardon pride, when a 
woman possesses such a figure, that wherever she 
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stands, or moves, or loaves a shadow on the wall, or 
sits for a portrait to the artist, she confers a favour 
on the world. And yet—it is not beauty that 
inspires the _deepest passion. Beauty without grace 
is tiie hook without the bait. Beauty, without ex¬ 
pression, tires. Abb6 Menage said of the President 
Le Bailleul, “ that he was fit for nothing but to sit 
for his portrait.” A Greek epigram intimates that 
the force of love is not shown by the courting of 
beauty, but when the like desir(y is inflamed for 
one who is ill-favoured. And petulant old gentle¬ 
men, who have chanced to suffer some intolerable 
weariness from pretty people, or who have seen cut 
flowers to some profusion, or who see, after a world 
of pains has been successfully taken for the cos¬ 
tume, how the least mistake in sentiment takes all 
the beauty out of your clothes,—affirm, that the 
secret of ugliness consists not in irregularity, but in 
being uninteresting. 

We love any fotms, however ugly, from which 
great qulaities sliine. If qpmmand, eloquence, art, 
or invention, exist in the most deformed person, all 
the accidents that usually displease, please, and raise 
esteem and wonder higher. The great orator was an 
emaciated, insignificant person, but he was all brain. 
Cardinal Do Eetz says of De Bouillon, “With the 
physiognomy of an ox, he had the perspicacity of an 
eagle.” It was said of Hooke, the friend of Newton, 
“he is the most, and promises the least, of any 
man in England.” “Since I am so ugly,” said Du 
Guesclin, “it behoves that I be bold.” Sir Philip 
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Sidney, the darling of- mankind, Ben Jonson tells us, 
“ was no pleasant man in countenance, his face being 
spoiled with pimples, and of high blood, and long.” 
Those who have ruled human destinies, like planet^ for 
thousands of years, were not liaifdsome men. If a 
man can raise a small city to he a great kingdom, 
can make bread cheap, can irrigate deserts, can join 
oceans by canals, can subdue steam, can organise 
victory, can lead the opinions of mankind, can 
enlarge knowledge, 'tis no matter whothcr his nose 
is parallel to his spine, as it ought to be, or whether 
he has a nose at all; whether his legs* are straight, 
or whether his legs are amputated; his deformities 
will come to be reckoned ornamental, and advaI^ 
tageous on the whole. This is the triumph of 
ex])ression, degrading beauty, charming us with a 
power so fine and friendly and intoxicating, that it 
makes admired persons insipid, and the thought of 
passing our lives with them insupportable. There 
are faces so fluid with expression, so flushed and 
rippled by the play of thought, that we can hardly 
find what the mere features really are. Wlien the 
delicious beauty of lineaments loses its power, it is 
because a more delicious beauty has appeared; that 
an interior and durable form has been disclosed. 
Still, Beauty rides on her lion, as before. Still, “ it 
was for beauty that the world was made.” The lives 
of the Italian artists, who established a despoti.sm of 
genius amidst the dukes and kings and mobs of their 
stormy epoch, prove how loyal men in all times are 
to a finer brain, a finer method, than their own. If 
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a man can cut such a head on his stone gate-post 
as shall draw and keep a crowd about it all day, 
by its beauty, good-nature, and inscrutable meaning; 
—if a man can build a plain cottage with such 
symmetry, as to'make all the fine palaces look 
cheap and vulgar; can take such advantage of 
Nature, that aU her powers serve him: making use 
of geometry, instead of expense; tapping a mountain 
for his water-jet; causing the sun and moon to seem 
only the decorations of his estate; this is still the 
legitimate dominion of beauty. 

The radiahce of the human form, though some¬ 
times astonishing, is only a burst of beauty for a few 
years or a few months, at the perfgction of youth, 
and in most, rapidly declines. But we remain lovers 
of , it, only transfeixing our interest to interior excel¬ 
lence. And it is not only admirable in singular and 
salient talents, but also m the world of mannera 

But the sovereign attribute remains to be noted. 
Things are pretty, graceful, rich, elegant, handsome, 
but, imtil they speak to the imagination, not yet 
beautiful. This is the reason why beauty is still 
escaping out of all analysia It is not yet possessed, 
it cannot be handled. Proclus says, “it swims on 
the light of forma” It is properly not in the form, 
but in the mind. It instantly deserts possession, 
and flies to an object in the horizon. If I could put 
my hand on the north star, would it be as beautiful ? 
The sea is lovely, but when we bathe in it, the beauty 
forsakes all the near water. For the imagination 
and senses cannot be gratified at the same time. 
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Wordswortli rightly speaks of “a light that never 
was on sea or land,” meaning, that it was supplied 
by the observer, and the Welsh bard warns his 
countrywomen that 

—“ half of their charms with Cadwallon shall die." 

The now virtue which constitutes a thing beautiful 
is a certain cosmcal quality, or, a power to suggest 
relation to the whole world, and so lift the object 
out of a pitiful individuality. Every i^atural feature, 
—sea, sky, rainbow, flowers, musical tone,—has in it 
somewhat which is not private, but universal, speaks 
of that central benefit which is the soul of Nature, 
and thereby is beautiful. And, in chosen men and 
women, I find somewhat in form, speech, and man¬ 
ners, which is not of their person and family, .but 
of a humane, catholic, and spiritual character, and 
wo love them as the sky.’ They have a largeness of 
suggestion, and their face and manners carry a certain 
gi andeur, like time and justice. * 

The feat of the imagination is in showing the 
convertibility of every thing into every other thing. 
Facts which had never before left their stark common 
sense, suddenly figine as Eleusinian mysteries. My 
boots and chair and candlestick ai'c fairies in disguise, 
meteors and constellations. All the facts in Nature 
are nouns of the intellect, and make the grammar 
of the eternal language. Every word has a double, 
treble, or centuple use and meaning. What! have my 
stove and pepper-pot a false bottom! I cry you 
mercy, good shoe-box! I did not know you were a 
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jowel-caso. Chaff and dust begin to sparkle, and are 
clothed about with immortality. And there is a joy 
in perceiving the representative or symbolic character 
of a,fact, which no bare fact or event can ever give. 
There are no days in life so memorable as those which 
vibrated to some stroke of the imagination. 

The poets are quite right in decking their mistresses 
with the spoils of the landscape, flower-gardens, gems, 
rainbows, flushes of morning, and stars of night, since 
all beauty pojnts at identity, and whatsoever thing 
does not express to me the sea and sky, day and 
night, is somewhat forbidden and wrong. Into every 
beautiful object there enters somewhat immeasurable 
and divine, and just as much into form bounded by 
outlines, like mountains on the horizon, as into tones 
of piusic, or depths of space. Polarised light showed 
the secret architecture of bodies; and when the second- 
sight of the mind is opened, now one colour or form 
or gesture, and now another, has a pungency, as if a 
more interior ray had been emitted, disclosing its deep 
holdings in the frame of things. 

The laws of tins translation we do not know, or 
why one feature or gesture enchants, why one word 
or syllable intoxicates, but the fact is familiar that 
the fine touch of the eye, or a grace of manners, or a 
phrase of iwetry, plants wings at our shoulders; as if 
the Divinity, in his approaches, lifts aw'ay mountains 
of obstruction, and deigns to draw a truer line, which 
the mind knows and owns. This is that haughty 
force of beauty, “ ms superha formm,” which the poets 
praise,—under calm and precise outline, the immeasur- 
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able and divine: Beauty biding all wisdom and power 
in its calm sky. 

All high beauty has a mori^ element in it, and 
I find the antique sculpture as ethical as Mai'cus 
Antoninus: and the beauty ever ifl proportion to the 
dei)th of thought. Cross and obscure natures, how¬ 
ever decorated, seem impure shambles; but character 
gives splendour to youtli, and awe to wrinkled skin 
and gray hairs. An adorer of truth wo cannot choose 
but obey, and the woman who has shared with us 
the moral sentiment,—her locks must appear to us 
sublime. Thus there is a climbing scale of culture, 
from the first agreeable sensation which a sparkling 
gem or a scarlet stain affords the eye, up through fair 
outlines and details of the landscape, features of the 
human face and form, signs and tokens of thought and 
character in manners, up to the ineffable mysteries of 
the intellect. Wherever wo begin, thither our steps 
tend: an ascent from the joy of a horse in his trap¬ 
pings, up to tlie perception of Newton, that the globe 
on which we ride is only a larger apple falling from 
a larger tree; up to the perception of Plato, that 
globe and universe are rude and early expressions of 
an all-dissolving Unity,—the first stair on the scale 
to the temple of the Mind. 




ILLUSIONS. 


Flow, How tUo waves hated, 
Aecurst'd, adored, 

Th(^ waves of iiiiitalioii: 

No aiK'horagi! is. 

Sleep is not, death is not; 
Who seem to die live. 

House you were horn in, 
Frieinhs of your spring-time. 
Old man and young maid, 
Day’s toil and its giwj’ilpn. 
They arc all vanishing. 
Fleeing to fahlca. 

Cannot he niooi'Cfl. 

Sec the stars through them. 
Through treacherous marhles. 
Know, the stars yonder. 

The stars everlasting. 

Arc fugitive also. 

And emulate, vaulted, 

The lan^cnt heat-lightning. 
And lire-fly’s flight. 

AVhen thou dost return 
On the wave’s cu’culation. 
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Beholiling the shimmer, 

The wild dissii)ation, 

And, out of endeav'our 
To change ami to flow, 
Th^gas hecoine Holid, 

And phantoms and nothings 
Return to he things, 

Anri endless imhroglio 
Is huv and the world,-- 
Then first shalt thou know, 
That in the wild turmoil, 
Horsed on the- Proteus, 

Tliou ridcst to power, 

And to endurance. 



ILLUSIONS. 

Some years ago, in company with an agreeable party, 
I spent a long summer day in exploring the Mammoth 
Cave in Kentucky. We traversed, through spacious 
galleries affording a solid masonry foundation for the 
town and county overhead, the six or eight black 
miles from the mouth of the cavern to the innermost 
recess which tourists visit,—a niche or grotto made 
of one seainless stalactite, and called, I believe, Serena’s 
Bower. I lost the light of one day. I saw high 
tlomes, and bottomless pits; heard the voice of un¬ 
seen waterfalls; paddled three-quarters of a mile in 
the deep Echo River, whose waters are peopled with 
the blind fish; crossed the streams “Lethe” and 
“Styx;” plied with music and guns the echoes in 
these alarming galleries; saw every form of stalagmite 
and stalactite in the sculptured and fretted chambers, 
—icicle, orange-flower, acanthus, grapes, and snow¬ 
ball We shot Bengal lights into the vaults and 
groins of the sparry cathedrals, and examined all the 
masterpieces wliich the four combined engineers— 
water, limestone, gravitation, and time—could make 
in the dark. 
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The mysteries and scenery of the cave had the 
same dignity that belongs to all natural objects, .and 
which shames the fine things to which we foppishly 
compare thcpi. I remarked, especially, the mimetic 
habit, with which •Nature, on new instruments, hums 
her old tunes, making night to mimic day, and chem¬ 
istry to ape vegetation. But I then took notice, and 
stiU chiefly remember, that the best thing which the 
cave had to ofler was an illusion. On arriving at 
what is called the “ Star-Chamber,''” our lamps were 
taken from us by the guide, and extinguished or put 
aside, and, on looking upwards, I s.aw, or seemed to 
see, the night heaven thick with stars glimmering 
more or less brightly over our heads,*and oven what 
seemed a comet flaming among them. All the party 
were touched with astonishment and pleasure. Our 
musical friends sang with much feeling a pretty song, 
“ The stiirs arc in the quiet sky,” etc., and I sat down 
on the rocky floor to enjoy the serene picture. Some 
crystal specks in tlie black ceiling high overhead, 
reflecting the light of a ha]f-hid lamp, yielded this 
magnificent effect. 

I own, I did not like the cave so well for eking 
out its sublimities with this theatrical trick. But I 
have had many experiences like it, before and since; 
and we must be content to bo pleased without too 
curiously analysing the occasions. Our conversation 
with Nature is not just what it seems. The cloud- 
rack, the sunrise and sunset glories, rainbows, and 
northern lights, are not quite so spheral as our child¬ 
hood thought them; and the pai-t our organisation 
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plays in them is too lai’gc. Tlie senses interfere 
everywhere, and mix their own structure with all 
they report of. Once, we fancied the earth a plane, 
and stationary. In admiring thU sunset, we do not 
deduct the rounding, co-ordinating, pictorial powers 
of the eye. 

The same interference from our organisation creates 
the most of our pleasure and pain. Our first mistake 
is the belief that the circumstance gives the joy which 
we give to the fcircumstance. Life is an ecstasy. ! 
Life is sweet as nitrous oxide; and fhe fisherman 
dripping all day over a cold pond, the switchman at 
the railway intersection, the farmer in the field, the 
negro in the rtee swamp, the fop in the street, the 
hunter in the woods, the barrister with the jurj^, the 
belle at the ball, all ascribe a certain pleasure to their 
employment, which they themselves give it Health 
and appetite impart the sweetness to sugar, bread, 
and meat. We fancy that our civilisation has got on 
far, but we stiU come back to out primers. 

We live by our imagin.ations, by our admirations, 
l)y our sentiments. The child walks amid heaps of 
illusions, which ho does not like to have disturbed. 
The boy, how sweet to him is his fancy! how dear 
the story of barons and battles ! What a hero he is, 
whilst he feeds on his heroes 1 What a debt is his to 
imaginative books! He has no better friend or in¬ 
fluence than Scott, Shakspeare, Plutarch, and Homer. 
The man lives to other objects, but who dar^ afiirm 
that they are more real? Even the prose of the 
streets is full of refractions. In the life of the 
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dreariest alderman, ^ancy enters into all details, and 
colours them with rosy hue.1 He imitates the air and 
actions of people whom he admires, and is raised in 
his own eyes. He pays a debt quicker to a rich man 
than to a poor man. He wishes the bow and com¬ 
pliment of some leader in the state, or in society; 
weighs what he says; perhaps he never comes nearer 
to him for that, but dies at last better contented for 
this amusement of his eyes and his fancy. 

The w'orld rolls, the din of life is never hushed. 
In London, in Paris, in Boston, in San Francisco, the 
cargiyal, thet masquerade is at its height. Nobody 
drops his domino. The unities, the fictions of the 
piece it would bo an impertinence to break. The 
chapter of fascinations is very long. Hroat is paint; 
nay, God is the painter; and we rightly accuse the 
critic who destroys too many illusions. Society does 
not love its unrqaskers. It was wittily, if somewhat 
bitterly, said by D’Alembert, “qu'wn 6tai de vapeur 
Sait un Mat trh fdcUhix, parcequ’il nous faisait voir les 
choses cornme elks sent.” I fiqd men victims of illusion 
in all parts of life. Children, youths, adults, and old 
men, all are led by one bauble or another. Yogan- 
idra, the goddess of illusion, Proteus, or Momus, or 
Gylfi’s Mocking,—for the Power has many names,— 
is stronger than the Titans, stronger than Apollo. 
Few have overheard the gods or surprised their 
secret. ' Life is a succession of lessons which must be 
lived to be understood.”'- ’ ^ is riddle, and the key to 
a riddle is another riddle/ There are as many pillows 
of illusion as flakes in a snow-storm. We wake from 
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one dream into another dream. The toys, to be sure, 
are various, and are graduated in retihoment to the 
quality of the dupe. The intellectual man requires a 
fine bait; the sots are easily amused. But everybody 
is drugged with his orvn frenzy,.and the pageant 
marches at all hours, with music and banner and 
badge. 

Amid the joyous troop who give in to the chari- 
vai i, comes now and then a sad-eyed boy, whose eyes 
lack the requisite 'refractions to clothe the show in 
due glory, and who is afflicted with a tendency to 
trace home the glittering miscellany of fruits and 
flowers to one root. Science is a search after identit}', 
and the scientific whim is lurking in all corners. At, 
the State F.air, a friend of mine complained that all 
the varieties of fancy pears in our orchards seem to 
have been selected by somebody who had a whim fop 
a particular kind of pear, and only cultivated such 
a» had that perfume ; they were all alike. And I 
remember the quarrel of another youth with the con¬ 
fectioners, that, when he racked his wit to choose the 
best comfits in the shops, in all the endless varieties 
of sweetmeat ho could only find three fiavoum, or two. 
What then 1 Poai's and cakes are good for something; 
and because you, unluckily, have an eye or nose too 
keen, why need you spoil the comfort which the rest 
of us find in them ? I knew a humorist, who, in a 
good deal of rattle, had a grain or two of sense. He 
shocked the company by maintaining that the attri¬ 
butes of God were two,—power and risibility; and < 
that it was the duty of every pious man to keep up 
VOL. V. - S 
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the comedy. And I have known gentlemen of great 
stake in the community, but whose sympathies were 
cold,—presidents of colleges, and governors, and 
seijators,—,who held themselves bound to sign every 
temperance pledge, and act with Bible societies, and 
missions, and peacemakers, and cry Mist-Orbuij / to 
every good dog. We must not carry comity too far, 
but we all have kind impulses in this direction. When 
the boys come into my yard for leave to gather 
horse-chestnuts, I own 1 enter into Nature’s game, 
and affect to grant the perniis.sion reluctantly, fearing 
that any moment they will find out the imposture of 
that showy chaff. But this tendciness is quite un- 
>necessary; the enchantments arc laid on very thick. 
Their young life is thatched with them. Bare and 
grim to tears is the lot of the children in the hovel I 
saw yesterday; yet not the less they hung it round 
with frippery romance, like (he children of the 
happiest fortune, aud talked of “ the dear cottage 
where so many joyful hours had flown.” Well, this 
thatching of hovels is thq custom of the country. 
Women, more than all, are the element and kingdom 
of illusion.' Being fascinated, they fascinate.' They 
see through Claude-Lorraines. And how dare any 
one, if he could, pluck away the coulmes, stage efi'ccts, 
and ceremonies, bj' which they live 1 Too pathetic, 
too pitiable, is the i-egion of affection, and its atmo¬ 
sphere always liable to mirnr/r. 

We are not very much to blame for our bad 
marriages. We live amid hallucinations; and this 
especial trap is laid to trip up our feet with, and all 
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iivo trippoil up first or l.ast. But the mighty Mother 
u'ho had been .so sly with u.s, as if .she felt that she 
owed us some indemnit}-, insinu.at(',s into the Pandora- 
bos of marriage some deep and serious benefits, and 
some great joys. Wo find a delight* in the beauty and 
li.'ipjuness of (diihlren, that makes the heart too big 
for the body. In the worst-assorted connections there 
is ever some mixture of true marriage. Teague and 
his jade get some just relations of mutual respect, 
kindly observation, and fostering of eaclj other, learn 
.something, and would carry themselves wisclier, if 
they were now to begin. 

Tis fine for us to jioint at one or another fine 
madman, as if there were any exempts. The scholar* 
in his library is none. I, who have all my life hoard 
any number of orations and debates, read poems and 
miscellaneous books, conversed with many geniuses, 
am still the victim of any new jiage ; and, if Marma- 
duke, or Hugh, or Moosehcad, or any other, invent a 
iKuv style or mytholog}', I fancy that the world will 
bo all bravo and right, if dressed in these colours, 
which I had not thought of. Then at once I will 
daub with this new paint; but it will not stick. ’Tis 
like the cement which the pedlar sells at the door; 
he makes broken crockery hold with it, but you can 
never buy of him a bit of the cement which will make 
it hold when he is gone. 

Men who make themselves felt in the world avail 
themselves of a certain fate in their constitution, 
which they know how to use. But they never deeply 
interest us unless they lift a corner of the curtain, ot 
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betray never so slightly their penetration of what is 
behind it. 'TLs the charm of practical men, that out¬ 
side of their practicality arc a certain poetry and play, 
as ,if they led the good horse Power by the bridle, 
and preferred to walk, though they can ride so fiercely. 
Bonaparte is intellectual, as well as Oassar; and the 
best soldiers, sea-captains, and railway men have a 
gentleness, when oil' duty; a goorl-natured admi.sisiou 
that there are illusion.s, and who shall say that he is 
not their sport? Wo .stigmatise the cast-iron follows, 
who cannot so detach themselves, as “dragon-ridden,” 
“ thunder-st'iickeii,” and fools of fate, with whatever 
powers endowed. 

■- Since our tuition is through emblems and indirec¬ 
tions, ’tis well to know that there is method in it, a 
fixed scale, and rank above rank in the phantasms. 
We begin low with coar.se masks, and rise to the most 
subtle and beautiful. The red men told Columbu.s, 
“ they had an herb which took away fatigue ; ” but ho 
found the illusion of “ ai'iiviug from the ea.st at the 
Indies ” more composing to his lofty spirit than any 
tobacco. Is not our faith in the impenetrability of 
matter more sedative than narcotics ? You play with 
jackstraws, ball^ bowls, horse and gun, estates and 
politics; but there are finer game.s before you. Is 
not time a pretty toy ? Life will show you masks that 
are worth all your carnivals. Yonder mountain must 
migrate into your mind. The fine star-dust and 
nelgjlous Mur in Orion, “the portentous year of 
Mizar and Alcoi',” must come down and be dealt with 
in yom' household thought. What if you shall come 
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to discern that the play and playground of all this 
])oiiipous history arc radiations frfnu yourself, and 
that tlie sun l)orr(.)Ws his bcaijis'i Wiat terrible 
(piestions we are learning to ask ! The former men 
believed in magic, by which temples, cities, and men 
were swallowed up, and all trace of them gone. We 
are coming on the secret of a magic which sweeps out 
of men’s minds all vc;stigc of theism and beliefs which 
they and their fatl;crs hold and were framed upon. 

There are dccc 2 'tions of the senses, deceptions of 
tlie pas.sions, and the .structuial, beneficent illusions 
of sentiment and of the intellect, l^iere is the 
illusion of love, which atfrihntcs to tho hclovcd person 
all which that person shares with his or her family,’ 
sex, age, or condition, nay, uath the human mind 
itself. ’Tis these which the lover lovc.s, and Anna 
Matilda gets the credit of them. As if one shut up 
.'ilways in a tower, with one Avindow', through which 
till! face of heaven and earth ccpld be seen, should 
fancy that all the marvels ho beheld belonged to that 
window. There is the illusion of time, which is very 
deep; Avho has disposed of it? or come to the con- 
' iction that what seems the succegsion of thought is 
only the distribution of wholes into causal series? 
The intellect sees that every atom carries the whole 
of Nature; that the mind opens to omnipotence; 
that, in the endless striving and ascents, tho meta¬ 
morphosis is entire, so that the soul doth not know 
itself in its own act, when that act is perfected. There 
is illusion that shall deceive even the elect. There is 
illusion that shall deceive even the performer of the 
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miracle. Though ho make his body, he denies that 
he makes it. Though the world exist from thought, 
thought is daunted, in presence of the world. One 
after the other we accejit the mental laws, still resisting 
those which follow, which however must be accepted. 
But all our concessions only compel us to new pro¬ 
fusion. And what avails it that science has come 
to treat space and time as simply fonns of thought, 
and the material world as hypothetical, and withal 
our pretension of projjerfij and even of self-hood is 
fading with the rest, if, at last, even our thoughts 
are not finalities; but the incessant flowing and 
ascension reach these also, and each thought which 
'yesterday was a finality, to-day is yielding to a larger 
generalisation ? 

With such vo lji^t ilo elements to work in, ’tis no 
wonder if our estimates are loose and floating. We 
must work and affirm, but we have no guess of the 
value of what wo say or do. The cloud is now as big 
as your hand, and now it covers a county. That 
story of Thor, who was set to drain the drinking-horn 
in Asgard, and to wrestle with the old woman, and to 
nin with the ninner Lok, and presently found that 
he had been di-inking up the sea, and wrestling with 
Time, and racing with Thought, describes us who are 
contending, amid these seeming trifles, with the 
supreme energies of Nature. We fancy we have 
fallen into bad company and squalid condition, low 
debts, shoe-bills, broken glass to pay for, pots to buy, 
butcher’s meat, sugar, milk, and coal. “ Set me some 
great task, ye gods! and I will show my spirit.” 
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“ Not so,” says the good Heaven ;/'“plod and plough, 
vamp your old coats and hats, weave a shoestring; 
great affairs and the best wine by and by.”^ Well, 
’tis all phantasm; and if we weave a yard of tape in 
all humility, and as well as we can,* long hereafter we 
shall see it was no cotton tape at all, but some gakxy 
which we bmded, and that the threads were Time 
and Nature. 

We cannot write the order of the variable winds. 
How can wo j)cnetrate the law of our sjjifting moods 
and susceptibility ? Yet the-y diffcj' as all and nothing. 
Instead of the firmament of yesterday, which our eyes 
require, it is to-day an Uggshell which coops us in; 
we cannot even see what or where our stars of destiny* 
are. From day to day, the capital facts of human 
Jife are hidden from our eyes. Suddenly the mist 
rolls up, and reveals them, and we think how much 
good time is gone, that might have been saved, had 
any hint of these things been shown. A sudden rise 
in the road shows us the system of mountain.s, and all 
the summits, which have, been just as near us all the 
year, but quite out of mind. But these alterations 
lue not without their order, and wo are parties to om 
various fortune. If life seem a succession of dreams, 
yet poetic justice is done in dreams al.so. The visions 
of good men are good; it is the undisciplined will i 
that is whipped with bad thoughts and bad fortunes. 
When we break the laws, w'e lose our hold on the 
central reality. Like sick men in hospitals, we 
change only from bed to bed, from one folly to an¬ 
other ; and it cannot signify much what becomes of 
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such ca.staways,—wailing, stupid, c omatos e creatures, 
—lifted from bed to bed, from the nothing of life to 
the nothing of death. 

,Tn this kingdom of illusions wo grope eagerly for 
stays and foundations. There is none but a .strict 
and faithful dealing at home, and a severe barring 
out of all duplicity or illusion there. Whatcvei' 
games are played with us, wo must play no games 
with ourselves, but deal in our privacy with the last 
honesty and, truth. 1 look upon the simple and 
childish virtues of veracity and honesty as the root 
of a,11 that ts sublime in character. Speak as you 
think, be what yon are, pay your debts of all kinds. 
I prefer to be owned as sound and solyent, and mj^ 
word as good as my bond, and to bo w'hat cannot be 
skipped, or dissipated, or undermined, to all the &2al 
in the universe. This reality is the foundation of 
friendship, religion, pootiy, and art. At the top or 
at the bottom of all illusions, I set the cheat which 
still leads us to work and live for appearances, in 
spite of our conviction, in all sane hours, that it is 
what we really are that avails with friends, with 
strangers, and with fate or fortune. 

One would think from the talk of men that riches 
and poverty were a great matter; and our civilisation 
mainly respects it. But the Indians say that they 
do not think the white man with his brow of care, 
always toiling, afraid of heat and cold, and keeping 
within doors, has any advantage of them. The per¬ 
manent interest of every man is, never to he in a. 
false position, but to have the weight of Nature to 
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bade him in all that he docs, liiches and poverty arc 
a thick or thin costume; and our life—the life of all 
of us—identical. For vro transyend the circumstance 
continually, and taste the real quality* of existence; 
as in our employments, which only differ in the 
manipulations, hut express the same laws; or in our 
thoughts, which wear no silks, and taste no ice-creams. 
Wo see God face to face every hour, and know the 
.savour of Nature, 

d'ho early Greek philosophers Heraclitus and 
Xenophanes measured their force on this problem of 
identity. Diogenes of Apollonia said, that unless the 
atoms were made of one stuff thej' could never blend 
and act with one another. But the Hindoos, in their 
sacred writings, exjwess the liveliest feeling, both of 
the essential identity, ami of that illusion which-they 
conceive variety to bo. “The notions, ‘I am,’ and 
‘ Thk is mine,’ which influence mankind, are but de¬ 
lusions of the motlier of the ■«;orld. Dispel, 0 Lord 
of all creatures! the conceit of knowledge which 
jiroceeds from ignorance.” And the beatitude of man 
they hold to lie in being freed from fascination. 

The intellect is stimulated by the statement of 
truth in a trope, and the will by clothing the laws 
of life in illusions. But the unities of Truth and of 
Right are not broken by the disguise. There need 
never be any confusion in these. In a crowded life 
of many parts and performers, on a stage of nations, 
or in the obscurest hamlet in Maine or California, the 
same elements offer the same choices to each new 
comer, and, according to his election, he fixes his 



266 


CONDUCT OF LIFE. 


[IX. 


fortune in absolute Nature It would bo hard to put 
more mental and moral philosophy than the Persians 
have thrown into a sentence:— 

Fooled thou niiist bo, tliough wisest of the wise : 

Tlien be tbe fool of virtue, not of vice.” 

There is no chance, and no anarchy, in the uni¬ 
verse. All is system and gradation. Every god is 
there sitting in his sphere. The young mortal enters 
the hall of the firmament: there is he alone with 
them alone, they pouring on him benedictions and 
gifts, and beejeoning him up to their thrones. On 
the instant, and incessantly, fajl snow-stonns of illu- 
sipns. He fancies himself in a vast crowd which 
sways this way and that, and whose movement and 
doings he must obey: he fancies himself poor, 
orphaned, insignificant. The mad crowd drives hither 
and thither, now furiously commanding this thing to 
bo done, now that. What is ho that ho should resist 
their will, and thinlt or act for himself? Every 
moment, new changes, and new showers of deceptions, 
to baffle and distract him. And when, by and by, 
for an instant, the air clears, and the cloud lifts a little, 
there are the gods still sitting around him on their 
thrones,—they alone with him alone. 
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SOCIETY AND SOLITUDE/ 


I in witli a humorist, on iny travels, who had 
ill his diamher a’ cast of the Koiidanini Medusa, and 
who assured me that the name which that fine work 
of art bore in the catalogues was a misnomer, as he 
was convinced that Utie sculptor who carved it in¬ 
tended it for Memory, the mother of the Muses. In the 
conversation that followed, my new friend made some 
extraordinary confessions. “ Do you not see,” he said, 
“the penalty of learning, and that each of these 

scholars whom you have met at S-, though he 

were to be the last man, would, like the executioner 
in Hood’s poem, guillotine the la,st hut one ?” He 
added many lively remarks, but his evident earnest¬ 
ness engaged my attention, and, in the weeks that 
followed, we became better acquainted. Ho had good 
abilities, a genial temper, and no vices; but he had 
one defect,—ho could not speak in the tone of the 
people. There was some paralysis on his will, such 
that, when he met men on common’terms, he spoke 
weakly, and from the point, like a flighty girl. His 
consciousness of the fault made it worse. He envied 
every drover and lumberman in the tavern their manly 

1 Fablished by arrangement with Messrs. Boutledge & Sons. 
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speech. He coveted Mirabeau’s don Unihle de la 
/amiliarite, believing that'be whose sympathy goes 
lowest is the man from whom kings have the most to 
fear.'_ For himself, he declared that he could not get 
enough alone to write a letter to a friend. He left 
the city; he hid liimself in pastures. The solitary 
river was not solitary enough ; the sun and moon put 
him out. When ho bought a house, the first thing 
he did was to plant trees. He could not enough con¬ 
ceal himself. Set a hedge hero; set oaks there,— 
trees behind trees; above all, set evergreens, for 
they wiU keep a secret all the year round. The 
most agreeable compliment you could pay him was, 
to imply that you had not observed him in a house 
or a street where you had met him. Whilst he 
suffered a(jbeing seen where he was, he consoled him¬ 
self with the delicious thought of the inconceivable 
number of places where he was not. All he wished 
of his tailor ivas to provide that sober mean of colour 
and cut which would never detain the eye for a 
moment. Ho went to Vienna, to Smyrna, to London. 
In all the variety of costumes, a carnival, a kaleido¬ 
scope of clothes, to his horror he could never discover 
a man in the street who wore anything like his own 
dress. He would have given his soul for the ring of 
Gyges. His dismay at his visibility had blunted the 
fears of mortality. “Do you think,” he said, “I am 
in such great terror of being shot,—I, who am only 
waiting to shufile off my corporeal jacket, to slip away 
into the back stars, and put diameters of the solar 
system afld sidereal orbits between me and all souls. 
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—there to wear out ages in solitude, and forget 
memory itself, if it be possible t” He had a remorse 
running to despair, of his social gaucheries, and walked 
miles and miles to get the twitdhings o^t of his^ face, 
the starts and shrugs out of his arms and shoulders. 
God may forgive sjns, he said, but awkwardness has 
no forgiveness in heaven or eartk He admired in 
M ewton, not so much liis theory of the moon, as his 
letter to Collins, in which ho forbade him to insert 
his name with the solution of the problem in the 
“Philosophical Transactions”: “It would perhaps 
increase my acquaintance, the tiling which I chiefly 
study to decline.” 

The.se conversations led me somewhat later to the 
knowledge of similar cases, and to the discovery that 
they are not of very infrequent occurrence. iliPew. sub¬ 
stances are found pure in nature. Those constitutions 
which can bear in open day the rough dealing of the 
world must be of that mean and average structure,— 
such as iron and salt^ atmosphenc air, and water. But 
there are metals, like potassium and sodium, which, 
to be kept pure, must be kept under naphtha. Such 
are the talents detemined on some specialty, which 
a culminating civilisation fosters in the heart of great 
cities and in royal chambers. Nature protects her 
own work. To the culture of the world, an Archi¬ 
medes, a Newton is indispensable; so she guards them 
by a certain aridity. If these had been good follows, 
fond of dancing, port, and clubs, we shoidd have had 
no “Theory of the Sphere,” and no “Principia” 
They had that necessity of isolation which genius feels. 
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I Each must stand on his glass tripod, if he would keep 
his electricity. Even Swedenborg, whose theory of 
the universe is based on affection, and who reprobates 
to weariness the danger and vice of pure intellect, is 
constrained to make an extraordinary exception; 
“ There are also angels who do not live consociated, 
but separate, house and house; these dwell in the 
midst of heaven, because they are the best of angels.” 

We have known many fine geniuses with that 
imperfection that they cannot do anything useful, not 
so much as write one clean sentence. ’Tis worse, and 
tragic, thahiicrman is fit for society who has fine traits. 
At a distance, he is admired; fbut bring him hand to 
hand, he is a cripple. One protects himself by soli¬ 
tude, and one by courtesy, and one by an acid, worldly 
manner,—-each concealing how he can the thinness of 
his skin and his incapacity for strict association. But 
there is no remedy that can reach the heart of the 
disease, but either habits of self-reliance that should 
go in practice to making the man independent of the 
human race, or else a religion pf love. Now he hardly 
seems entitled to many; for^ow can he protect a 
woman, who cannot protect himself 

Wo pray to be conveptional. But the wary 
Heaven takes care you shall not be, if there is any¬ 
thing good in you. Dante was very bad company, 
and was never invited to dinner. Michel Angelo 
had a sad, sour time of it. The.ministers of beauty 
are rarely beautiful in coaches and saloons. Columbus 
discovered no isle or key so lonely as himself. Yet 
each of these potentates saw well the reason of his 
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exclusion. Solitary was hcl Why, yes; but his 
society was Ihnited only by the amount of brain 
Nature appropriated in that age to carry on the 
government of the world. “ If *I stay,”, said D^pte, 
when there was question of goin^ to Rome, “who 
will go ? and if I go, who will stay t ” 

But the neces,sity of solitude is deeper than we 
have said, and is oi^ganic. I have seen many a 
philosopher whose^ world is large enough for only one 
person. He affects to be a good companion; but wo 
are still surprising his secret, that he moans and needs 
to impose his system on all the rest. The determina- 
, tion of each is from all *thc others, like that of each 
tree up into free space. ’Tis no wonder, when each 
has his whole head, our societies should bo so small. 
Like President Tyler, our party falls from us ev.ery 
day, and we must ride in a sulky at last. Dear 
heart! take it sadly homo to thee,—there is no 
co-operation. We begin with friendships, and all our 
youth is a reconnoitring and recruiting of the holy 
fraternity they shall combine for the salvation of 
men. But so the remoter stars seem a nebu la of 
united light; yet there is no group which a telescope 
will not resolve, and the dearest friends are separated 
by impassable gulfs. The co-operation is involuntary, 
and is put upon us by the Genius of Life, who reserves 
this as a part of his prerogative. ’Tis fine for us to 
■talk, we sit and muse, and are serene, and complete; 
but the moment we meet with anybody, each becomes 
' a fraction. 

Though the stuff of tragedy and of romances is in 
VOL. V. * T , 
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a moral union of two superior persons, whose con¬ 
fidence in each other for long years, out of sight, and 
in sight, and against all appearances, is at last justi¬ 
fied by victorious proof of probity to gods and men, 
causing joyful eAiotions, teai-s and glory,—though 
there be for heroes this miral union, yet they too 
are as far off as ever from an intellectual union, and 
the moral union is for comparatively low and external 
purposes, like the co-operation of^ a ship’s company 
or of a fire-c]nb. But how insular and pathetically 
solitary are all the people we know ! Nor dare they 
tell what thfey think of each other, when they meet 
in the street. We have a fine right, to be sure, to 
taunt men of the world with superficial and treach¬ 
erous courtesies! 

. Such is the tragic necessity which strict science 
finds underneath our domestic and neighbourly life, 
irresistibly driving each adult soul as with whips into 
the desert, and maWng our warm covenants senti¬ 
mental and momentary. We must infer that the 
ends of thought were peremptory, if they were to bo 
secured at such ruinous cost. They are deeper than 
can be told, and belong to the immensities and eter¬ 
nities. They reach down to that depth where society 
itself originates and disappears,—where the question 
is. Which is fii^st, man or men 1 —where the individual 
is lost in his source. 

But this banishment to the rocks and echoes no 
metaphysics can make right or tolerable. This result 
is so against nature, such a half-view, that it must be 
corrected by a common sense and experience. “A 
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mail is bom iiy the side of his father, and there he 
remains.” A man must be clothed witli society, or 
we sliall feel a certain bareness and poverty, as of a 
(Ji.spliiced and unfurnished member, l^o is to^be 
dre.ssed in arts and institutions, aS M^ell as in body- 
garments. Now and then a man cxcpiisitely made 
can live alone, and must; but coop up most men, and 
you undo tliem. “ The king lived and ate in his hall 
svith men, and understood men,” said Selden. When 
a young barrister said to the late Mr. Mason, “ I keep 
my chamber to read law,”—“ Read law ! ” replied the 
vet(uan, “’tis in the-court-room you mu(»t read law.” 
.Nor is the rule otherwis<?for literature. If 3^)11 would 
learn to write, ’tis in the street you must learn it. 
Both for the vehicle and for the aims of fine arts, you 
must frequent the public, square. The people, qnd 
not the college, is the writer’s home. A scholar is a 
candle which the love and desire of all men will light. 
Never his lands or his rents, but the power to charm 
I he disguised soul that sits veilcS under this bearded 
and that ro,sy visage is hjs rent and ration. His pro¬ 
ducts are as needful as those of the baker or the 
weaver. Society cannot do without cultivated men. 
As soon as the first wants are satisfied, the higher 
wants become imperative. 

’Tis hard to me.smeriso ourselves, to whip our 
own top; but through sympathy we are capable of 
energy and endurance. Concert fires people to a 
certain fury of performance they can rarely reach 
alone. Here is the use of society: it is so easy with 
the ere^ to be ureat: so easy to come up to an exist- 
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ing standard as easy as it is to the lover to smm 
to his maiden through waves so grim before. The 
benefits of affection arc immense; and the one event 
whjeh never, loses its romance is the encounter with 
superior persons * on terms allowing the happiest 
intercourse. 

It by no means follows that we are not fit for 
society, because soirees are tedious, aiid because the 
soirie finds us tedious. A backwoodsman, who had 
been sent to_ the University, told me that, when he 
heard the best-bred young men at the law-school 
talk togethef, ho reckoned himself a boor; but when¬ 
ever he caught them apart, *and had one to himself, 
alone, then they were the boors, and he the better 
man. And if wo recall the rare hours when wc eu- 
coiintercd the best persons, we then found ourselves, 
and then first society seemed to exist. That was 
society, though in the transom of a brig, or on the 
Florida Keys. 

A cold, sluggish blood thinks it has not facts 
enough to the purpose, and must decline its turn 
in the conversation. But they who speak have no 
more,—have less. ’Tis not new facts that avail, but 
the heat to dissolve everybody’s facts. Heat puts 
you in right relation with magazines of facts. The 
capital defect of cold, arid natures is the want of 
animal spirits. They seem a power incredible, as if 
God should raise the dead. The recluse witnesses 
what others perform by their aid, with a kind of fear. 
It is as much out of his po.ssibi]ity as the prowess of 
Coeur-de-Lion, or an Irishman’s day’s-work on the 
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railroad. ’Tis said, the present and the future are 
always rivals. Animal spirits constitute the power 
of the present, and their feats are like the structure 
of a pyramid. Their result is a lord, a general, er a 
boon companion. Before these, what a base mendi¬ 
cant is Memory ■w'itli his leathern badge! But this 
gonial heat is latent in all constitutions, and is dis¬ 
engaged only by the friction of society. As Bacon 
said of manners, '* To obtain them, it only needs not 
to deispisc them,” so we say of animal spirits, that 
they are the spontaneous product of health and of a 
social habit. “ For behaviour, men may learn it, as 
they take diseases one of another.” 

But the people are to be taken in very small doses. 
If solitude is proud, so is society vulgar. In society, 
high advantages are set dowm to the individual as dis¬ 
qualifications. We sink as easily as we rise, through 
sympathy. So many men whom I know are de¬ 
graded by their sympathies, their native aims being 
high enough, but their relation all too tender to the 
gross people about them.’ Men cannot affoi’d to live 
together on their merits, and they adjust themselves 
by their demerits,—by their love of gossip, or by 
sheer tolerance and animal good-nature. They untune 
and dissipate the brave aspirant 

The remedy is, to reinforce each of these moods 
from the other. Conversation will not corrupt us, if 
we come to the assembly in our own garb and speech, 
and with the energy of health to select what is ours 
and reject what is not Society we must have; but 
let it be society, and not exchanging news, or eating 



278 SOCIETY AND SOLITUDE. [r. 

from the same dish. Is it society to sit in one of 
your chairs? I cannot go to the houses of my nearest 
relatives, because I flo not wish to be alone. Society 
exists by chemical affinity, and not otherwise. 

Put any company of people together with freedom 
for conversation, and a rapid self-distribution takes 
place, into sets and pairs. The best arc accused of 
exclusiveness. It would be more true to say, they 
separate as oil from water, as children from old 
people, withftut love or hatred in the matter, each 
seeking his like; and any interference with the affin¬ 
ities would produce constraint and suffocation. All 
conversation is a magnetic experiment. I know that 
my friend can talk eloquently; you know that he 
cannot articulate a sentence: we have seen him in 
different company. Assort your party, or invite 
none. Put Stubbs and Coleridge, Quint ilian iind 
Amit Miriam, into pairs, and you make them all 
wretched. ’Tis an extempore Sing-Sing built in a 
parlour. Leave them to seek their own mates, and 
they will be as merry as spariows. 

A higher civility will re-establish in our customs 
a certain reverence which we have lost. What to 
do with these brisk young men who break through 
all fences, and make themselves at home in every 
house? 1 find out in an instant if my companion 
does not want me, and ropes cannot hold me when 
my welcome is gone. One would think that the 
affinities would pronounce themselves with a surer 
reciprocity. 

Here again, as so often. Nature delights to put us 
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l)etweon extreini! antagonisms, and our safety is in the 
■skill with which we keep the diagonal line. Solitude 
is impracticable, and society fatal We must keep 
our head in the one and our hands in tliQ other. .The 
conditions are met, if we keep oui^ independence, yet 
do not lose onr sympathy. These wonderful horses 
need to bo driven by fine hands. We require such a 
solitude as shall hold us to its revelations when we 
are in the street .and in palaces; for moat men are 
cowed in society, and say good things to you in 
private, but will not stand to them in public. But 
let us not bo the victims of words. Society and soli- 
t.ixde are deceptive names. It is not the circumstance 
of seeing more or fewer people, but the readiness of 
•sympathy, that imports; and a sound mind will de- 
I'ive its principles from insight, with ever a pjjrer 
ascent to the sufficient and absolute right, and will 
accept society as the natural element in which they 
.ire to be applied. 




CIVILISATION. 


A (iERTAiN degree of progress from tlje rudest state 
in which man is found,—a dweller in eaves, or on 
trees, like an ape,—a cannibal, and eatfer of pounded 
snails, worms, and offal",—a certain degree of progress 
from this extreme is called Civilisation. It is a 
\'ague, complex name, of many degrees. Nobody has 
attemjjted a definition. Mr. Guizot, writing a hook 
on the subject, does not. _It implies the evolution of 
a highly-organised man, brought to supreme delicacy 
of sentiment, as in practical ppwer, religion, liberty, 
sen.se of honour, and taste. In the hesitation to 
define what it is, we usually suggest it by negations. 
A nation that has no clothing, no iron, no alphabet, 
no marriage, no arts of peace, no abstract thought, 
wo cairbarbarous. And after many arts are invented 
or imported, as among the Turks and Moorish nations, 
it is often a little complaisant to call Jhem civilised. 

Each nation grows after its own genius, and has a 
civilisation of its own. The Chinese and Japanese, 
though each complete in his way, is different from 
the man of Madrid or the man of New York. The 
term imports a mysterious progress. In the brutes is 
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none; and in mankind to-day the savage tribes are 
graduaUy extinguished rather than civili.sed. TJie 
Indians of this country have not learned the white 
man’s work> and in’Africa, the negro of to-day is the 
negro of Herodotus. In other races the growth is 
not arrested ; but the like progress that is made by a 
boy “ when he cuts his eye-teeth,” as we say,—-childish 
illusions passing daily away, and he seeing things 
really and comprehensiveljg—is mi'de by tribes. It 
is the learning the secret of eumidative power, of 
advancing on one’s self. It iraidics a facility of 
association, power to compare, the ceasing from fixed 
ideas. The Indian is gloomy and distressed when 
urged to depart from his habits and traditions. He 
is overpowered by the gaze of the white, and his eye 
sinks. The occasion of one of these starts of growth 
is always some novelty that astounds the mind, and 
provokes it to dare to change. Thus there is a 
Cadmus, a Pythoas, a,Manco Capac, at the beginning 
of each improvement,—some .suiierior foreigner im¬ 
porting new and wonderful art.s, and teaching them. 
Of course, he must not know too much, but must 
have the sympathy, language, and gods of those he 
would inform. But chiefly the sea-shore has been 
the point of departure to knowledge, as to commerce. 
The most advanced nations are always those who 
navigate the moist. The power which the sea requires 
in the sailor makes a man of him very fast, and the 
change of shores and populations clears his head of 
much nonsense of his wigwam. 

Where shall we begin or end the list of those feats 
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of liberty and wit, each of which feats made an epoch 
of history? Thus, the effect of a framed or stone 
liouse is immense on the tranquillity, power, and 
refinement of the builder. A Vnan in >a cave or in a 
camp, a nomad, will die with no more estate than the 
wolf or the horse leaves. But so simple a labour as 
a house being achieved, his chief enemies arc kept at 
bay. He is safe from the teeth of wild animals, from 
frost, sun-stroke, and weather; and line faculties 
begin to yield their fine harvest. Invention and art 
are born, manners and social beauty and delight. 
Tis wonderful how soon a piano gets* into a log-hut 
on the frontier. You would think they found it 
under a pine-stump. With it comes a Latin grammar, 
- and one of those towhead boys has written a hymn 
on Sunday. Now let colleges, now let senates, take 
heed! for here is one who, opening these fine tastes 
on the biisis of the pioneer’s iion constitution, will 
gather all their laurels in liis sjtrong hands. 

When the Indian trail gets widened, gi-aded, and 
bridged to a good road, there is a benefactor, there is 
a missionary, a pacificator, a wealth-bringcr, a maker 
of markets, a vent for industry. Another step in 
civility is the change from war, hunting, and pastur¬ 
age to agriculture. Our Scandinavian forefathers 
have left us a significant legend to cpnvey their sense 
of the importance of this step. “ There was once a 
giantess who had a daughter, and the child saw a 
husbandman ploughing in the field. Then-she ran 
and picked him up with her finger and thumb, and 
put him and his plough and his oxen into her apron, 
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and carried them to her mother, and said, ‘ Mother, 
what sort of a beetle is this that I found wriggling in 
the sand V But the mother said, ‘ Put it away, my 
child'; we must begone out of this land, for these 
people will dwell in it.’” Another success is the 
post-office, with its educating energy augmented by 
cheapness and guarded by a certain religious senti¬ 
ment in mankind; so that the power of a wafer or a 
drop of wax or gluten to guard a Jotter, as it flies 
over sea, over land, and comes to its address as if a 
battalion of artillery brought it, I look upon as a fine 
meter of civilisation. 

The division of labour, the multiplication of the 
arts of peace, which is nothing but a large .allowance 
to each man to choose his work according to his 
faculty,—to live by his better hand,—fills the State 
with useful and happy labourers; and they, creating 
demand by the very temptation of their productions, 
are rapidly and surely rewarded by good sale: and 
what a police and ten commandments their work 
thus becomes. So true is Dr. vrohnson’s remark that 
“men are seldom more innocently employed than 
when they are making money.” 

The skilful combinations of civil government, 
though they usually follow natural leadings, as the 
lines of race, language, religion, and territory, yet 
require wisdom and conduct in the rulers, and in 
their result delight the imagination. “We see in¬ 
surmountable multitudes obeying, in opposition to 
their strongest passions, the restraints of a power 
wliich they scarcely perceive, and the crimes of a 
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single individual marked and punished at the distance 
of half the eartL”' 

Right position of woman in the State is another 
index. Poverty and industry !wth a Jicalthy jnind 
read very easily the laws of mrmanity, and love 
them: place the sexes in right relations of mutual 
respect, and a severe morality gives that essential 
charm to woman which educates all that is delicate, 
poetic, and 8elf-.si),crificing, breeds courtesy and learn¬ 
ing, conversation and wit, in her rough mate; so 
that *I have thought a sufficient measure of civilisation 
is the inhuenco of good women. * 

Another measure of culture is the diffusion of 
knowledge, overrunning all the old banders of caste, 
and, by the cheap press, bringing the university to 
every poor man’s door in the newsboy’s bsi^ket. 
Scraps of science, of thought, of poetry, are in the 
coarsest sheet, so that in every house we hesitate to 
burn a newspaper until we have looked it through. 

The ship, in its latest complete equipment, is an 
abridgment and coi^iend of a nation’s arts: the ship 
steered by compass and chart,—longitude reckoned 
by lunar observation and by chronometer,—driven 
by steam; and in wildest sea-mountains, at vast 
distances from home, 

‘ ‘ The pulses of her iron heart , 

Go heating through the storm.” 

No use can lessen the wonder of this control, by so 
weak a creature, of forces so prodigious. I remem¬ 
ber I watched, in crossing the sea, the beautiful skill 
* Dr. Thomas Brown. 
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wliereby the engine in its constant working was 
made to produce two humlred gallons of fresh water 
out of salt water, every hour,—thereby supplying 
all tlje ship’s jvant. ^ 

The skill that pervades complex details; the man 
that maintains himself; the chimney taught to burn 
its own smoke; the farm made to produce all that is 
consumed on it; the very prison compelled to main¬ 
tain itself and yield a revenue, and, J^etter still, made 
a reform school, and a manufactory of honest men 
out of rogues, as the steamer made fresh water out 
of salt,—all these are examples of that tendency to 
combine antagonisms, and utilise evil, which is the 
index of high civilisation. 

Civilisation is the result of highly complex organ- 
isatipn. In the snake, all the organs are sheathed: 
no hands, no feet, no fins, no wings. In bird and 
beast the organs are releas(jd and begin to play. In 
man they ai’e all unbound, and full of joyful action. 
With this unswaddling he receives the absolute 
illumination we call Reason, and thereby true 
liberty. 

Climate has much to do mth this melioration. 
The highest civility has never loved the hot zones. 
Wherever snow falls there is usually civil freedom. 
Wher^ the banana grows the animal system is in¬ 
dolent and pampered at the cost of higher qualities: 
the man is sensual and cruel. But this scale is not 
invariable. High degrees of moral sentiment control 
the unfavourable influences of climate; and some of 
our grandest examples of men and of races come from 
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the equatorial regions,—as the genius of Egypt, of 
India, and of Arabia 

These feats are measures or traits of civility ; 
and temperate climate is an ^portapt influence, 
though not quite indispensable, for there have been 
learning, philosophy, and art in Iceland, and in the 
tropics. But one condition is essential to the social 
education of man, namely, morality. There can be 
no high civility vithout a deep morahty, though it 
may not always call itself liy that name, but some¬ 
times the point of honour, as in the institution of 
cliivalry; or patriotism, as in the Spartain and Koman 
republics; or the enthfusiasm of some religious sect 
which imputes its virtue to its dogma; or the cabal¬ 
ism, or espit dc wrps, of a masonic or other association 
of friends. 

The evolution of a highly-de.stined society must 
ho moral ; it must run in the grooves of the celestial 

wheels. It must be catholic in aims. What is 

» 

inm-al? It is the respecting in action catholic or 
universal ends. Hear, the definition which Kant 
gives of moral conduct,; “Act always so that the 
immediate motive of thy will may become a universal 
i'ule for all intelligent beings.” 

Civilisation depends on morality. Everything 
good in man leans on what is higher. Th^s rule 
holds in small as in great. Thus, all our strength 
and success in the work of our bands depend on our 
bon’owing the aid of the elements. You haye seen 
a carpenter on a ladder with a broad-axe chopping 
upward chips from a beam. How awkward! at 
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what disadvantage he works! But see him on the 
ground, dressing his timber under him. Now, not; 
his feeble muscles, but the force of gravity, brings 
down the axe; that is to say, the planet itself splits 
his stick. The fairer had much ill-temper, laziness 
and shirking to endure from his hand-sawyers, until 
one day he bethought him to put his saw-mill on 
the edge of a waterfall; and the river ne , tiros of 
turning his wheel: the river is good-natured, and 
never hints an objection. 

We had letters to send: couriers could not go 
fast enough, nor far enough; broke their waggons, 
foundered then' horses; bad ‘roads in spring, snow¬ 
drifts in winter, heats in summer; could not get the 
horses out of a walk. But wo found out that the 
air and earth were full of Electricity; and always 
going our way,—just the way we wanted to send. 
Would lie talce a message? Just as lief as not; h.ad 
nothing else to do; would carry it in no time. Only 
one doubt occurred, one staggering objection,—he 
had no carpet-bag, no visible pockets, no hands, not 
so much as a mouth to carry a letter. But, after 
much thought and many experiments, we managed 
to meet the conditions, and to fold up the letter in 
such invisible compact form as he could carry in 
those invisible pockets of his, never wrought by 
needle and thread,--mid it went like a charm. 

I admire still more than the saw-mill the skill 
which,iOn the sea-shore, makes the tides drive the 
wheels and grind com, and which thus engages the 
assistance of the moon, like a hired hand, to grind. 
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and wind, and pump, and saw, and split stone, and roll 
iron. 

Now that is the wisdom of a man, in every instance 
of his labour, to hitch his waggoiX^o a star, and 'see 
bis chore done by the gods themselves. That is the 
way we are strong, by borrowing the might of the 
elements. The forces of steam, gravity, galvanism, 
light, mag:>j.S, wind, fire, serve us day by day, and 
cost us nothing. 

Our astronomy is full of examples of calling in the 
aid of these magnificent helpers. Thus, on a planet 
so small as ours, the want of an adequate base for 
astronomical measurements is early felt, as, for ex¬ 
ample, in detecting the p^allax of a star. But the 
astronomer, having by an observation fixed the place 
of a star, by so simple an expedient as waiting six 
months, and then repeating his observation, contrived 
to put the diameter of the earth’s orbit, say two 
Iiundred millions of miles, between his first observa¬ 
tion and his second, and this line afibrded him a 
respectable base for his triangle. 

All our arts aim to win this vantage. We cannot 
bring the heavenly powers to us, but, if we will only 
choose our jobs in directions in which they travel, 
they will undertake them with the greatest pleasure. 
It is a peremptory rule with them, thati they never yo 
(mi of their road. We are dapper little busy bodies, 
and run this way and that way superserviceably; but 
they swerve never from their foreordained patHs,— 
neither the sun, nor the moon, nor a bubble of air, 
nor a mote of dust. 

vou V. 


V 



290 


CmUSATION. 


r»- 

And as our handiworks borrow the elements, so 
all our social and political action leans on principles. 
To accomplish anything excellent, the will must work 
for.catholic., and u liversal ends. A puny creature 
walled in on every side, as Daniel wrote,— 

“ Unless above himself he can 
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man !” 

but when his will leans on a principle, when ho is 
the vehicle of ideas, he borrows their omnipotence. 
Gibraltar may bo strong, but ideas are impregnable; 
and bestow on the hero their invincibility. “It 
was a great instruction,” said a saint in Cromwell’s 
war, “thajt the best couragfes are but beams of the 
Almighty.” Hitch your waggon to a star. Let us not 
fag in paltry works which serve our pot and bag alone. 
Let us not lie and steal No god will help. We shall 
find all their teams going the other way,—Charles’s 
Wain, Great Bear, Orion, Leo, Hercules: every god 
will leave us. Work rather for those interests which 
the divinities honour and promote,—justice, love, 
freedom, knowledge, utility. 

If wo can thus ride in Olympian chariots by put¬ 
ting our works in the path of the celestial circuits, 
we can harness also evil agents, the powers of dark¬ 
ness, and force them to serve against their will the 
ends of wisdom and virtue. Thus, a wise government 
puts fines and penalties on pleasant vices. What a 
benefit would the American govermnent, not yet re¬ 
lieved of its extreme need, render to itself, and to 
every city, village, and hamlet in the States, if it 
would tax whisky and rum almost to the point of 
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prohibition! Was.it Bonaparte who said that he 
found vices very good patriots ?—“he got five millions 
from the love of brandy, and he should be glad to 
know which of the virtues wouh^iay him as much.” 
Tobacco and opium have broad backs, and will cheer¬ 
fully caiT'y the load of armies, if you choose to make 
them pay high for such joy as they give and such 
ham as they do. 

These are traitg, and measures, and modes; and 
the true tost of civilisation is, not the cpnsus, nor the 
size of cities, nor the crops,—no, but the kind of man 
the country turns out. I see the vast advantages of 
this country, spanning the breadth of the temperate 
zone. I see the immense material prosperity,—towns 
on towns, states on states, and wealth piled in the 
massive architecture of cities; California quartz- 
mountains dumped down in New York to be repiled 
architecturally along-shore from Canada to Cuba, and 
thence westward to California again. But it is not 
New York streets built by the confluence of workmen 
and wealth of all nations, though stretching out 
towards Philadelphia until they touch it, and north¬ 
ward until they touch New Haven, Hartford, Spring- 
field, Worcester, and Boston,—not these that make 
the real estimation. But, when I look over this con¬ 
stellation of cities which animate and^ illustrate the 
land, and see how little the government has to do 
with their daily life, how self-helped and self-directed 
all families are,—knots of men in purely natui-al 
societies,—societies of trade, of kindred blood, of 
habitual hospitality, house and house, man acting on 
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man by weight of opinion, of longer or better-directed 
industry, the refining influence of women, the invita¬ 
tion which experience and permanent causes open to 
youth and labour,—^iwhen I see how much each virtu¬ 
ous and gifted person, whom all men consider, lives 
afiectionately with scores of c.vcellent people who are 
not known far from homo, and perhaps with great 
reason reckons these pooplij his superiors in virtue, 
and in the symmetry and force of. their qualities, I 
see what cubjc values America has, and in these a 
better certificate of civilisation than great cities or 
enormous wealth. 

In strictness, the vital refinements are the moral 
and intellectual steps. The appearance of the Hebrew 
Moses, of the Indian Buddh,—in Greece, of the Seven 
Wise Masters, of the acute and upright Socrates, and 
of the Stoic Zeno,—in Judaea, the advent of Jesus,— 
and in modern Christendom, of the realists Huss, 
Savonarola, and Luther, are causal facts Avhich carry 
forward races to new convictions, and elevate the 
rule of life. In the presence of these agencies, it is 
frivolous to insist on the invention of printing or gun¬ 
powder, of steam-power or gaslight, percussion-caps 
and rubber-shoes, which are toys thrown off from that 
security, freedom, and exhilaration which a healthy 
morality creates in society. These arts add a com¬ 
fort and smoothness to house and street lifebut a 
purer morality, which kindles genius, civilises civil¬ 
isation, casts backward all that wo held sacred into 
the profane, as the flame of oil throws a shadow when 
shined upon by the flame of the Bude-light. Not the 
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loss the popular measures of progress will ever he the 
arts and the laws. 

But if there bo a country which cannot stand any 
one of these tests,—a country whoiVknowledge cannot 
he difluscd without perils of moh-law and statute-law, 
—where speech is not free,—where the post-office is 
violated, mail-hags opened, and letters tampered vitli, 
—whei'e public debts and private debts outside of the 
State are repudiatfed,—Avherc lilierty is attacked in 
the jjrimary institution of social life,—where the 
position of the white woman is injuriously affected 
hy the outlawry of the black ivoman,—where the 
arts, such as they hav(!, are all imported, having no 
indigenous life,—where the labourer is not secured in 
the earnings of his own hands,—where suffrage is not 
fi ee or equal,—that country is, in all these respecls, 
not civil, but barbarous; and no advantages of soil, 
climate, or coast can resist these suicidal mischiefs. 

Morality and all the incirleftts of morality are 
essential; as, justice to the citizen, and ])crsonal 
liberty. Montesquieu says : “ Countries arc well 
cultivated not as they are fertile, but as they are 
freeand the remark holds not less but more true 
of the culture of men, than of the tillage of land. 
And the highest proof of civility is, that the whole 
public action of the State is directed on securinj^ the 
greatest good of the greatest number. 




ART. 


All departments of life at the present, day,—Trade, 
Politics, Letters, Science, or Religion,—seem to (eel, 
and to labour to express, the identity'of their law. 
They are rays of one suft; they translate each into a 
new language the sense of the other. They are sub¬ 
lime when seen as emanations of a Necessity contra¬ 
distinguished frw the vulgar Fate, by being instjint 
and alive, and'dissolving man, as well as his works, 
in its flowing beneficence. This influence is conspicu¬ 
ously visible in the principles aiyl history of Art. 

On one side in primary communication with 
absolute truth through thought and instinct, the 
human mind on the other side tends, by an equal 
necessity, to the publication and embodiment of its 
thought, modified and dwarfed by the impurity and 
untruth which, in all our experience, injure the indi¬ 
viduality through which it passea ^The chiy not 
only suffers, but cries; not only hungers, but eats. 
The man not only thinks, but speaks and acts. 
Every thought that arises in the mind, in its‘rising 
aims to pass out of the mind into act; just as every 
plant, in the moment of germination, struggles up to 
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light. ■ Tlwu^t is the seed of action; but action is 
as much its second fonn as thought is its^rst. IT* 
rises in thought, to the end that it may be uttered 
and acted. The mor3 profound the thought, the more 
burdensome. Always in proportion to the depth of its 
sense does it knock importunately at the gates of the 
soul, to be spoken, to be done. What is in, will out. It 
struggles to the birth. Speech is a great pleasure, and 
action a great pleasure; they cannot be foreborae. 

The utterance of thought and emotion in speech 
and. action may be conscious or unconscious. The 
sucking child is an unconscious actor. The man in 
an ecstasy of fear or anger is an unconscious actor. 
A large part of our habitual actions are unconsciously 
done, and most of our necessary words are uncon¬ 
sciously said. 

•The conscious utterance of thought, by speech or 
action, to any end, is Art.v From the first imitative 
babble of a child to the despotism of eloquence, from 
his first pile of toys or chip bridge to the masonry of 
Minot Rock Lighthouse or the Pacific Railroad, from 
the tattooing of the Owhyhees to the Vatican G-allerj^ 
from the simplest expedient of private prudence to 
the American Constitution, from its first to its last 
works. Art is the spirit’s voluntary use and com¬ 
bination of things to serve its end. The Will distin¬ 
guishes it as spiritual action. Relatively to themselves, 
the bee, the bird, the beaver, haye no art; for what 
they do, tliey do instinctively; hut relatively to the 
Supreme Being, tliey have. And the same is true of 
all miconscious action: relatively to the doer, it is 
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instinct; relatively to the First Cause, it is Art. In 
this sense, recognising the Spirit which informs 
Nature, Plato rightly said: “Those things which are 
said to be done by Nature are infixed done by Divine 
Art.” Art, universally, is the spirit creative. It 
was defined by Aristotle: “^The reason of th,c thing, 
without the matter.” 

If we follow the popular distinction of works 
;iccording to their* aim, we should say, the Spirit, in 
its creation, aims at use or at beauty, and hence Art 
divides itself into the Useful and the Fine Arts. 

The Useful Arts comprehend not only those that 
lie next to instinct, as agriculture, building, weaving, 
etc., but also navigation, practical chemistry, and the 
construction of all the grand and delicate tools and 
instruments by which man serves himself; as language, 
the watch, the ship, the decimal ciphei-; and also the 
sciences, so far as they are made serviceable to politi¬ 
cal economy. 

When we reflect on the pleasure we receive from 
a ship, a railroad, a dry-dock; or from a picture, a 
dramatic representation, a statue, a poem, we .find 
that these have not a quite simple, but a blended 
origin. We find that the question. What is Art? 
leads us directly to another,—Who is the artist 1 and 
the solution of this is the key to the history of Art. 

I hasten to state the principle which prescribes, 
through different means, its firm law to the Useful and 
the Beautiful Arts. The law is this. The universal 
soul is the alone creator of the useful and ihe -beau¬ 
tiful ; therefore, to make anything useful or beautiful, 
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the individual, must be submitted to the universal 
mind. 

In the first place, let us consider this in reference 
to <5io Useful ArW Hero the omnipotent agent is 
Nattirc; all human acts are satellites to her orb. 
Nature is the representative of the universal mind, 
and the law becomes this,—that Art must be a com¬ 
plement to nature, strictly subsidiary. It was said, 
in allusion to the great structures of the ancient, 
Eomans,—the aqueducts and bridges,—that “their 
Art was a Nature working to municipal ends.” That 
is a true account of all just works of useful art. 
Smeaton built Eddystone Lighthouse on the model 
of an oak-tree, as being the form in Nature best 
designed to re-sist a constant assailing force. Dollond 
forihod his achromatic telescope on the model of the 
human eye. Duliamel built a bridge by letting in a 
piece of stronger timber for the middle of the under 
surface, getting Ids «hint from the structure of the 
shin-bone. 

The first and last lesson of the Useful Arts is, that 
Nature tyrannises over our works. They must be 
conformed to her law, or they ivill be ground to 
powder by her omnipresent activity. Nothing droll, 
nothing whimsical, will endure. Nature is ever inter¬ 
fering with Art. You cannot build your house or 
pagoda as yoix will, but as you must There is a 
quick bound set to your caprice. The leaning tower 
can only lean so far. The verandah or pagoda roof 
can curve upward only to a certain point. The slope 
of your roof is determined by the weight of snow. 
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It is only within nanwv limits that the discretion of 
the architect may range : gravity, wind, sun, rain, the 
size of men and animals, and such like, have more to 
say than he. It is the law of fluids that prescribes 
the shape of the boat, —keel, rudder, and bows,—and, 
in the finer fluid above, the form and tackle of the 
sails. Man seems to have no option about his tools, 
but merely the necessity to leai-n from Nature what 
^vill fit best, as if. ^e were fitting a screw or a door. 
Beneath a necessity thus almighty, wlint is artificial 
in man’s life seems insignificant. Ho seems to take 
his task so minutely from intimations of Nature, that 
his works become as it were hers, .and he is no longer 
free. 

But if wo work within thi.s limit, she yields us all 
our strength. All powerful action is performed-by 
bringing the forces of Nature to bear upon our objects. 
We do not grind corn or lift the loom by our own 
strength, but we build a mill in such position as to set 
the north wind to pky upon our instrument, or the 
clastic force of .steam, oi* the ebb and flow of the sea. 
So in our handiwork, we do few things by muscular 
force, but we place ourselves in such attitudes as to 
bring the force of gravity, that is, the weight of the 
planet, to bear upon the spado or tlie axe we wield. 
In short, in all our operations we seek not to use oui- 
own, but to bring a quite infinite force to bear. 

Let us now consider this law as it affects the works 
that have beauty for their end, that is, the productions 
of the Fine Arts. Here again the prominent fact is 
subordination of man. His art is the least part of his 
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•work of art. A great deduction is to be made before 
we can know his proper contribution to it. 

Music, Eloquence, Poetry, Painting, Sculpture, 
Architecture. This is a rough enumeration of the 
Fine Arts. I omit Ehetoric, which only respects the 
form of eloquence and poetry. Architecture and elo¬ 
quence arc mixed Arts, whose end is sometimes beauty 
and sometimes use. 

It will be seen that in each of tliese Arts there is 
much which is not spiritual. Each has a material 
basis, and in each the creating intellect is crippled in 
some degree by the stuff on which it works. The 
basis of poetry is language, which is material only on 
one side. It is a demi-god. But being applied 
primarily to the common necessities of man, it is not 
new created by the jJoet for his own ends. 

The basis of music is the qualities of the air and 
the vibrations of sonorous bodies. The pulsation of 
a stretched string or’^wire gives the ear the pleasure 
of sweet sound, before yet the musician has enhanccid 
this pleasure by concords and combinations. 

Eloquence, as far as it is a Fine Art, is modified 
how much by the material organisation of the orator, 
the tone of the voice, the physical strength, the play 
of the eye and countenance. All this is so much 
deduotion from., the purely spiritual pleasure,—as .so 
much deduction from the merit of Art—and is the 
attribute of Nature. 

In fainting, bright colours stimulate the eye, before 
yet they are harmonised into a landscape. In sculp¬ 
ture and in architecture the material, as marble or 
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giunite, and in architecture the mass, are sources of 
great [deasure, quite independent of the artificial 
arrangement. The Art resides in the model, in the 
plan; for it is on that the genius of the artiaf is 
expended, not on the statue or the temple. Just as 
much better as is the polished statue of. dazzling 
marble than the clay model, or as much more im- 
pres-sive as is the granite cathedral or pyramid than 
the ground-plan oj; profile of them on paper, so much 
more beauty owe they to Nature than tp Art 

There is a still larger deduction to be made f^om 
the genius of the artist in favour of Nature than I 
have yet specified. 

A jumble of musical sounds on a viol or a flute, in 
which the rhythm of the tune is played without one 
of the notes being right, gives pleasure to the .pn- 
skilful ear. A very coarse imitation of the human 
form on canvas, or in wax-work,—a coarse sketch in 
colours of a landscape, in which, imitation is all that 
is attempted,—these things give to rmpractised eyes, 
to the uncultixred, who. do not ask a fine spiritual 
delight, almost as much pleasure as a statue of Canova 
or a picture of Titian. 

And in the statue of Canova, or the picture of 
Titian, these give the great part of the pleasure; 
they are the basis on which the fine spirit reprs a 
higher delight, but to which these are indispensable. 

Another deduction from the genius of the artist is 
what is conventional in his art, of which there is 
much in every work of art. Thus toow much is there 
that is not original in every particular building, in 
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every statue, in every tune, painting, poem, or 
harangue!—whatever is national or usual; as the 
usage of building all Roman churches in the form of 
a cross, the prescribed distribution of parts of a 
theatre, the custom of draiang a statue in classical 
costume. Yet who will deny th^t the merely con¬ 
ventional part of the performance contributes much 
to its effect 1 

One consideration more exhausts, I believe, all the 
deductions frgm the genius of the artist in any given 
wotk. This is the adventitious. Thus the pleasure 
that a noble temple gives us is only in part owing to 
the temple. It is exalted by the beauty of sunlight, 
the play of the clouds, the landscape around it, its 
grouping with the houses, trees, and towers in its 
vic,inity. The pleasure of eloquence is in greatest 
part owing often to the stimulus of the occasion which 
produces it,—to the magic of sympathy, which exalts the 
feeling of each by radiating on him the feeling of all. 

The effect of music belongs how much to the 
place,—as the church, or the moonlight walk; or to 
the company; or, if on the stage, to what went before 
in the play, or to the expectation of what shall come 
after. 

In poetry, “It is tradition more than invention 
that helps the poet to a good fable.” The adventi¬ 
tious beauty of poetry may be felt in the greater 
delight which a verse gives in happy quotation than 
in the poem. 

It is a curiouu proof of our conviction that the , 
artist does not feel himself to be the parent of his 
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work, and is as much surprised at tlie effect as we, 
that w'o are so unwilling to impute our best sense of 
any work of art to the author. The highest praise 
we can attribute to any writer, painter, sculptor, 
builder, is, that he actually possessed the thought or 
feeling with which he has inspired us. Wo hesitate 
at doing Spenser so great an honour as to think that 
he intended by his allegory the sense we affix to it. 
We grudge to Hoijier the wide human circumspection 
his commentators ascribe to him. Even Shakspeare, 
of whom wo can believe everything, wo think indebted 
to Groethe and to Coleridge for the Msdom they 
detect in his Hamlet and Antony. Especially have 
we this infirmity of faith in contemporary genius. 
We fear that Allston and Greenough did not foresee 
and design all the effect they produce on us. 

Our Arts are happy hits. We arc like the musician 
on the lake, whoso melody is sweeter than he knows, 
or like a traveller, sui-prised by a mountain echo, 
whose trivial word returns to him in romantic 
thunders. , 

In view of these facts, I say that the power of 
Nature predominates over the human will in all works 
of oven the Fine Arts, in all that respects their material 
and external circumstances. Nature paints the best 
part of the picture; carves the best part of the statue; 
builds the best part of the house; and speaks the best 
part of the oration. For all the advantages to which 
I have adverted are such as the artist did not con¬ 
sciously produce. He relied on Aeir aid, ho put 
himself in the way to receive aid from some of them; 
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but he saw that his planting and his watering waited 
for the sunlight of Nature, or were vain. 

Let us proceed to the consideration of the law 
stated in the beginning of this essay, as it affects the 
purely spiritual part of a work of art. 

As, in useful art, so far as it is useful, the work 
must be strictly subordinated to the laws of Nature, 
so as to become a sort of continuation, and in no 
wise a contradiction of Nature; so^ in Art that aims 
at beauty, mpst the parts be subordinated to Ideal 
Nature, and everything individual abstracted, so that 
it shall be the production of the universal soul. 

The artist who is to produce a work which is to 
be admired, not by his friends or his townspeople or 
his contemporaries, but by all men, and which is to 
be. more beautiful to the eye in proportion to its 
culture, must disindividualise himself, and be a man 
of no party, and no manner, and no age, but one 
through whom the ^oul of all men circulates, as the 
common air through his lungs. He must work in 
the spirit in which we conceive a prophet to speak, 
or an angel of the Lord to act; that is, he is not to 
speak his own words, or do his own works, or think 
his own thoughts, but he is to be an organ through 
which the universal mind acts. 

In speaking of the Useful Aits, I pointed to the 
facfr that we do not dig, or gi'ind, or hew, by our 
muscular strength, but by bringiilg the weight of the 
planet to bear on the spade, axe, or bar. Precisely 
analogous to this,’ in the Fine Arts, is the manner of 
our intellectual work. We aim to hinder our indi- 
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viduality from acting. So much as we can shove > 
aside our egotism, our prejudice and will, and bring 
the omniscience of reason uj>on the subject before us, 
so perfect is the work. The wonders of .Shakspoftre 
are things which ho saw whilst he stood aside, and 
then returned to record them. The poet aims at get¬ 
ting observations without aim ; to subject to thought 
things seen without (voluntary) thought 

In eloquence, t^e great triumphs of the art are, 
when the orator is lifted above himself,; when con¬ 
sciously he makes himself the mere tongue of ^e • 
occasion and the hour, and says what caflnot but be 
said. Hence the term abandonment, to describe the 
self-surrender of the orator. Not his will, but the 
principle on wliich he is horsed, the great connection 
and crisis of events, thunder in the ear of the crowd. 

In poetry, where every word is free, every word is 
necessary. Good poetry could not have been other¬ 
wise written than it is. The first time you hear it, 
it sounds rather as if copied out of some invisible 
tablet in the Eternal mind, than as if arbitrarily com¬ 
posed by the poet. The feeling of all great poets 
has accorded with this. They found the verse, not 
made it, The muse brought it to them. 

In sculpture, did ever anybody call the Apollo a 
fancy piece? Or say of the Laocoon how it mjght 
be made different 1 A masterpiece of Art has in tiie 
mind a fitted place in the chain of being, as much as 
a plant or a crystal. 

The^ whole language of men, especially of artists, 
in reference to this subject, points at the belief that 

vou V. X 
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every work of art, in proportion to its excellence, 
partakes of the precision of fate ; no room was there 
for choice, no play for fancy; for in the moment, 
or in the syiccessive moments, when that form was 
seen, the iron lids of Reason were unclosed, which 
ordinarily are heavy with slumber. The individual 
mind became for the moment the vent of the mind of 
humanity. 

There is but one Reason. The mind that made 

i 

the world is pot one mind, but tlie mind. Every man 
is jm inlet to the same, and to all of the same. And 
every work bf art is a more or less pure manifestation 
of the same. Therefore we* arrive at this conclusion, 
which I offer as a confirmation of the whole view, 
that the delight which a work of art affords, seems to 
aose from our recognising in it the mind that formed 
Nature, again in active operation. 

It differs from the works of Nature in this, that 
they are organically reproductive. This is not ; but 
spiritually it i.s prolific by its powerful action on the 
intellects of men. 

r 

Hence it follows that a study of admirable works 
of art sharpens our perceptions of the beauty of 
Nature; that a certain analogy reigns throughout 
the wonders of both; that the contemplation of a 
work of great ai-t draws us into a state of mind which 
may be called religious. It conspires with all exalted 
sentiments. 

Broceeding from absolute mind, whose nature is 
goodness as mmffi as truth, the great works are always 
attuned to moral nature. If the earth and sea con- 
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spire with virtue more than vice,—so do the master- 
jiieces of Art. The galleries of ancient sculpture in 
Naples and Nome strike no deeper conviction into 
the mind than the contrast of the pjirity, the sevesity 
expressed in these line old hoad.s, with the frivolity 
and grossness of the mob that exhibits and the mob 
that gazes at them. These are the countenances of 
the first-born,-—the face of man in the morning of the 
world. No mark i,s on these lofty features, of sloth, 
or luxury, or meanness, and they surprise you with a 
moral admonition, as they speak of nothing around 
you, but remind you of the fragrant thoughts and the 
l>urest resolutions of youf youth. 

Herein is the explanation of the analogies which 
exi.st in all the Arts. They are the reappearance of 
one mind, working in many materials to many tem¬ 
porary ends. Raphael paints wisdom; Handel sings 
it, Phidias carves it, Shakspeare writes it. Wren 
builds it, Columbus sails it, Iiuther preaches it, 
Washington arms it. Watt mechanises it Painting 
was called “ silent poetry”; and poetry, “ speaking 
painting.” The laws of each art are convertible into 
the laws of every other. 

Herein we have an explanation of the necessity 
that reigns in all the kingdom of Art 

Arising out of eternal Reason, one and pe^ect, 
whatever is beautiful rests on the foundation of tlie 
necessary. Nothing is arbitrary, nothing is insulated 
in beauty. It depends for ever on the necessary* and 
the useful. The plumage of the bird, the mimic 
plumage of the insect, has a reason for its rich colours 
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in the constitution of the animal. Fitness is so in¬ 
separable an accompaniment of beauty, that it has 
been taken for it. The most perfect form to answer 
an end is sq far beautiful. We feel, in seeing a noble 
building, which rhymes well, as we do in hearing a 
perfect song, that it is spiritually organic; tliat is, 
had a necessity, in Nature, for being, was one of the 
possible forms in the Divine mind, and is now only 
discovered and executed by the artist, not arbitrarily 
composed by .him. 

And so every genuine work of art has as much 
reason for being as the earth and the sun. The gay¬ 
est charm of beauty has a ruot in the constitution of 
things. The Iliad of Homer, the songs of , David, the 
odes of Pindar, the tragedies of JEschylns, the Doric 
temples, the Gothic cathedrals, the plays of Shak- 
speare, all and each were made not for sport, but in 
grave earnest, in tears and smiles of suffering and 
loving men. 

Viewed from this point, the history of Art becomes 
intelligible, and, moreover, one of the most agreeable 
studies. We see how each work of art sprang irre¬ 
sistibly from necessity, and, moreover, took its form 
from the broad hint of Nature. Beautiful in this 
wise is the obvious origin of all the known orders of 
architecture; namely, that they were the idealising 
of *the primitive abodes of each people. There was 
no wilfulness in the savages in 'this perpetuating of 
their first rude abodes. The first form in which they 
built a house w6uld bo the first form of their public 
and religious edifice also. This form becomes iin- 
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mediately sacred in the eyes of their children, and, as 
more traditions cluster round it, is imitated with more 
splendour in each succeeding generation. 

In like manner, it has been re,piarked by Goethe 
that the granite breaks into parall(^lo_pipeds, which 
broken in two, one part would be an obelisk -; that in 
Upper Egypt the inhabitants would naturally mark a 
memorable spot by setting up so conspicuous a stone. 
^Again, he suggested, we may see in any stone wall, 
on a fragment of rock, the pi’ojecting veins of harder 
stone, which have resisted the action of frost and 
water which has decomposed the rest. This appear¬ 
ance certainly gave the liint of the hieroglyphics in- 
•scribed or their obelisk The amphitheatre of the 
old Romans,—any one may see its origin who looks 
at the crowd running together to see any fight, sick¬ 
ness, or odd appeaiance in the street. The first 
comers gather round in a circle; thoso behind stand 
on tiptoe; and farther back they climb on fences or 
window-sills, and so make a cup of which the object 
of attention occupies the. hollow area. The architect 
l>ut benches in this, and enclosed the cup with a wall, 
—and, behold a Coliseum ! 

It would be easy to show of many fine things in 
the world,—in the customs of nations, the etiquette 
of courts, the constitution of governments,—the ijrigin 
in quite simple local necessities. Heraldry, for''ex¬ 
ample, and the ceremonies of a coronation, are a 
dignified repetition of the occurrences that might 
befall a dragoon and his footboy. 'The College of 
Cardinals were originally the parish priests of Rome. 
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The leaning towers originated from the civil discords 
which induced every lord to build a tower. Then it 
became a point of family pride,—and for more pride 
thoi-novelty, of a Itjaning tower was built. 

This strict dependence of Art upon material and 
ideal Nature, this adaman tine necessity which under¬ 
lies it, has made all its past, and may foreshow its 
future history. It never was in the power of any 
man, or any community, to call the Arts into being. 
They come to serve Iiis actual wants, never to please 
his. fancy. These arts have their origin always in 
some enthusiasm, as love, patriotism, or religion. 
Who carved marble 1 The bfilieviiig man, who wisheil 
to symbolise their gods to the waiting Greeks. 

The Gothic cathedrals were built when the builder 
and the priest and the people were overjjowcrod by 
their faith. Love and fear laid every stone. The 
Madonnas of liaphael and Titian were made to be 
worshipi)ed. Tragedy was instituted for the like 
purpose, and the miracles of music: all sprang out of 
some genuine enthusiasm, .and never out of dilettantc- 
ism and holidays. Now they languish, because their 
purpose is merely exhibition. Who cares, who knows 
what works of art our government have ordered to 
be made for the Capitol t They are a mere flourish 
to please the eye of persons who have associations 
with books and galleries. But in Greece, the Demos 
of Athens divided into political factions upon the 
merits of Phidias. 

In this countty, at this time, other interests than 
religion and patriotism are predominant, and the Arts, 
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the daughters of enthusiasm, do not flourish. The 
genuine offspring of our ruling passions we behold. 
Popular institutions, the school, the reading-room, the 
telegraph, the post-office, the exchjpge, tl)e insurance 
company, and the immense harvest of economical in¬ 
ventions, are the fruit of the equality and the bound¬ 
less liberty of lucrative callings. These are superficial 
wants: and their fruits are these superficial institu- 
tiona But as far jis they accelerate the end of politi¬ 
cal freedom and national education, they^are preparing 
the soil of man for fairer flowers and fruits in another 
age. For beauty, truth, and goodness'are not ob¬ 
solete ; they spring eternal in the breast of man ; they 
are as indigenous in Massachusetts as in Tuscany or 
the Isles of Greece. And that Eternal Spirit, whose 
triple face they are, moulds from them for ever, ^or 
his mortal child, images to remind him of the Infinite 
and Fair. 




ELOQUENCE. 


It is the doctrine of the popular mtisie-masters that 
whoever can speak can sing. So projjably, etery 
man is eloquent once in his life. Our temperaments 
differ in capacity of heat, or, we boil at different 
degrees. .One man is brought to the boiling-point by 
the excitement of conversation in the parlour. The 
waters, of course, are not very deep. He has a fwo- 
inch enthusiasm, a patty-pan ebullition. Another 
requires the additional caloric of a multitude^ and a 
j)ublic debate; a third needs an antagonist, or a hot 
indignation; a fourth needs a revolution; and a fifth, 
nothing loss than the grandeur of absolute ideas, the 
splendours and shades of Heaven and Hell. 

But because every man is an orator, how long 
soever he may have been a mute, an assembly of men 
is so much more susceptible. The eloquence of one 
stimulates all the rest, some up to the speaking-point, 
and all others to a degree that makes them good 
receivers and conductors, and they avenge themselves 
for their enforced silence hy increased loquacity on 
their return to the fireside. 

The plight of these phlegmatic brains is better 
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than that of those who prematurely boil, and who 
impatiently break silence before their time. Our 
county conventions often exhibit a small-pot soon-hot 
stylo of ehxjuence.. We are too much reminded of a 
medical c.xpcrimcnt where a scries of patients are 
taking nitrous-oxide gas. Each p,atient, in turn, 
exhibits similar symptoms,—redness in the face, 
volubility, violent gesticulation, delirious attitudes, 
occasional stamping, an alarming doss of perceptiou 
of the passage of time, a selfish enjoyment of his 
sensations, and loss of perception of the suflerings of 
the audience. 

Plato says, that the punishment which the wise 
sutler, who refuse to take part in the government, 
is, to live under the government of worse men; and 
the' like regret is suggested to all the auditors, as 
the penalty of abstaining to speak,—that they shall 
hear worse orators than themselves. 

But this lust to speak marks the universal feeling 
of the energy of the engine, and the curiosity men 
feel to touch the springs. Of all the musical instru¬ 
ments on which men pl.ay, a pojnilar assembly is 
that which has the largest compass and variety, 
and out of which, by genius and study, the most 
wonderful elfects can be drawn. An audience is not 
a simj;tle additipn of the individuals that compose it. 
Th§ir sympathy gives them a certain social organism, 
which fills each member, in his own degree, and 
niost'of all the orator, as a jar in a battery is charged 
with the whole electricity of the battery. No one 
can survey the face of an excited assembly without 
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being iippiiscfl of now opportunity for painting in 
lire human thought, and being agitated to agitate. 
How many orators sit mute there below ! They 
come to get justice done to that ear and intuition 
which no Chatham and no Demosthenes has begun 
to satisfy. 

The Welsh Triads say, “Many are the friends 
of the golden tongue.” Who can wonder at the 
^attractiveness of Parliament, or of Congress, or the 
bar, for our ambitious young men, whe*i the highest 
bribes of society are at the feet of the successful 
orator? He has his audience at his devotion. All 
other fames must hush’ before his. He is the true 
potentate; for they are not kings who sit on thrones, 
but they who know how to govern. The definitions 
of eloquence describe its attraction for young iften. 
Antiphon the Rlianmusian, one of Plutarch’s ten 
orators, advertised in Athcirs, “that ho would cure 
distempers of the mind with words.” No man has 
a prosperity so high or firm but two or three words 
can dishearten it. These is no calamity which right 
words will not begin to redress. Isocrates described 
his ai't as “the power of magnifying what was 
small and diminishing what was great,”—an acute 
but partial definition. Among the Spartans, the art 
assumed a Spartan shape, namely, pf the slyirpest 
weapon. Socrates says: “ If any man wisheS to 
converse with the meanest of the Lacedwmonians, 
he will at first find him despicable in conversation; 
but, when a proper opportunity t)fiers, this same 
person, like a skilful jaculator, will hurl a sentence 
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worthy of attention, short and contorted, so that he 
who converses with him will appear to bo in no 
respect superior to a boy.” Plato’s definition of 
rhetoric is, «“the .art of ruling the minds of men.” 
The Koran says : “ A mountain may change its place, 
but a man will not change his disposition”; yet the 
end of eloquence is,—is it not f—to alter in a pair 
of hours, perhaps in a half-hour’s discourse, the 
convictions and habits of yeai-s. '-Young men, too,, 
are^ eager to teiijoy this sense of added power and 
enlarged sympathetie existence. The orator sees 
himself the organ of a multitude, and concentrating 
their valours and powers: 

“ Dut now the Wood of twenty thousand men 
Blushed in my face.” 

That wliich he wishes, that which eloquence ought 
to reach, is, not a particular skill in telling a story, 
or neatly summing up evidence, or arguing logically, 
or dexterously addressing the prejudice of the com¬ 
pany,—no, but a taking sovereign possession of the 
audience. Him we call an artist, who shall play on 
an assembly of men as a master on the keys of the 
piano,—^who, seeing the people furious, shall soften 
and compose them, shall draw them, when he will, 
to laughter and to tears. Bring him to his audience, 
and, .be they ,who they may,—coarse or refined, 
pleased or displeased, sulky or savage, with their 
opinions in the keeping of a confessor, or with their 
opinibns in their bank-safes,—he will have them 
pleased and humoured as he chooses; and they shall 
carry and execute that which he bids them. 
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This is that despotism which poets have celebrated 
in the “Tied Piper of Hamelin,” whose music drew 
like the power of gravitation,—drew soldiers and 
priests, traders and feasters, women and boys, yats 
and mice; or that of the minstrel of Mcudon, who 
made the pall-bearers dance around the bier. This is 
a power of many degrees, and requiring in the orator 
a great range of faculty and experience, requiring a 
large composite m^n, such as Nature rarely organises; 
so that, in our experience, wo are forced to gather up 
the figure in fragments, here one talent, and tljfire 
another. 

The audience is a constant meter of the orator. 
There are many audiences in every public assembly, 
each one of which rules in turn. If anything comic 
and coarse is spoken, you shall see the emergence 
of the boys and rowdies, so loud and vivacious that 
you might think the house was filled with them. If 
new topics are started, graver and higher, these 
roisters recede; a more chaste and wise attention 
takes place. You would think the boys slept, and 
that the men have -any degree of profoundness. If 
the speaker utter a noble sentiment, the attention 
deepens, a new and highest audience now listens, and 
the audiences of the fun and of facts and of the 
understanding are all silenced and awed. There is 
also something excellent in every 'audience,—»the 
capacity of virtue. They are ready to be beatified. 
They know so much more than the orator,—an^ are 
so just! There is a tablet there fior every line he 
can inscribe, though he should mount to the highest 
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levels. Humble persons are conscious of new illumina¬ 
tion ; narrow brows expand with enlarged all'ections ; 
—delicate spirits, long unknown to themselves, masked 
and muffled in coarsest fortunes, who now hear their 
own native language for the first time, and leap to 
hoar it But all those several audiences, each above 
each, which successively appear to greet the variety 
of stylo and topic, are really composed out of the 
same persons; nay, sometimes thp same individual 
will take active part in them all, in turn. 

This range of many powers in the consummate 
speaker, and Of many audiences in one assembly, leads 
us to consider the successive ctages of oratory. 

Perhaps it is the lowest of the qualities of an 
orator, but it is, on so many occasions, of chief im¬ 
portance,—a certain robust and radiant physical 
health; or,—shall I say?—gi-eat volumes of animal 
heat. When each auditor feels himself to make too 
large a part of the assembly, and shudders with cold 
at the thinness of the morning audience, and with 
fear lest all will heavily fail through one bad speech, 
mere energy and mellowness are then inestimable. 
Wisdom and learning would be harsh and unwelcome, 
compared with a substantial cordial man, made of 
milk, as we say, who is a house-warmer, with his 
obvious honesty and good meaning, and a hue-and-cry 
style of harangue, which inundates the assembly with 
a flood of animal spirits, and makes all safe and secure, 
so thft any and every sort of good speaking becomes 
at once practicable. I do not rate this animal elo¬ 
quence very highly; and yet, as we must be fed and 
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warmed before we can do any work well,—even the 
best,—so is this semi-animal exuberance, like a good 
stove, of the first necessity in a cold house. 

Climate has much to do with it,—climate and race. 
Set a N ew-Englander to descrilie any accident wfiich 
happened in his presence. What hesitation and re¬ 
serve in his narrative! He tells with difficulty some 
particulars, and gets as fast as he can to the result, 
and, though he cannot describe, hopes to suggest the 
whole scene. Now listen to a poor Irishwoman re¬ 
counting some experience of hers. Her speech flows 
like a river,—so uuconsidered, so humoi>ous, so path¬ 
etic, such justice done to all the parts! It is a true 
transubstantiation,—the fiict converted into speech, 
all warm and coloured and alive, iis it fell out. Our 
>Southcrn people are almost all speakers, and }\ave 
every advantage over the New England people, whose 
climate is so cold that, ’tis said, we do not like to 
open our mouths very wide. But neither can the 
Southerner in the United States, nor the Iri,sh, com¬ 
pare with the lively inhabitant of the south of Europe. 
The traveller in Sicily needs no gayer melodramatic 
exhibition than the table d'h/de of his inn will afford 
him in the conversation of the joyous guests. They 
mimic the voice and manner of the person they 
describe j they crow, squeal, hiss, cackle, bark, and 
scream like mad, and, were it only by the pHygical 
strength exerted in telling the story, keep the table 
in unbounded excitement. But in every constitution 
some large degi'ee of animal vigoivr is necessary as 
material foundation for the higher qualities of the art. 
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But eloquence must be attractive, or it is none. 
The virtue of books is to be readable, and of orators, 
to be interesting; and this is a gift of Nature; as 
Demosthenes, the most laborious student in that kind, 
signified his sense of this necessity when he wrote 
“Good Fortune” as his motto on his shield. As we 
know, the power of discourse of certain individuals 
amounts to fascination, though it may have no lasting 
effect. Some portion of this sugar, must intermingle. 
The right elo(iuence needs no boll to call the people 
together, and no constable to keep them. It draws 
the children from their play, the old from their arm¬ 
chairs, the invalid from his warm chamber; it holds 
the hearer fast; steals away his feet, that he shall 
not depart,—^his memory, that he shall not remember 
the,, most pressing affairs,—his l)elief, that he shall 
not admit any opposing considerations. The pictures 
we have of it in semi-barbarous ages, when it has some 
advantages in the simpler habit of the people, show 
what it aims at. It is said that the Khans, or story¬ 
tellers, in Ispahan and other cities of the East, attain 
a controlling power over their audience, keeping them 
for many hours attentive to the most fanciful and 
extravagant adventures. The .^hole world knows 
pretty well the (style of these improvisators, and how 
fascinating they are, in our translations of the “Arabian 
Nigbta” Scheherezide tells these stories to save her 
life, and the delight'of» young Europe and young 
America in them proves that she fairly earned it. 
And who does not remember in chil^ood some white 
or black or j'ellow Scheherezade, who, by that talent 
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of telling endless feats of fairies and magicians, and 
kings and queens, was more dear and wonderful to a 
circle of children than any orator in England or 
America is now ^ The more indolcsit andLimaginativc 
complexion of the Eastern nations makes them much 
more impressible by these appeals to the fancy. 

These legends arc only exaggerations of real oocm-- 
rences, and every literature contains those high com¬ 
pliments to the art of the orator and the bard, from 
the Hebrew and the Greek down to, the Scottish 
Glenkindie, who 

“harpit a Dsh imt o’ saut-wal.or, 

Or water ont of'a stone, 

Or milk out of a maiden’s Lreast 
" Wlio bairn bail never none. ” 


ITomer specially delighted in drawing the same figure. 
For what is the “ Odyssey ” but a history of the orator, 
in the largest stylo, carried through a series of adven¬ 
tures furnishing brilliant opportunities to his talent '! 
See with what care and pleasure the poet brings him 
on the stage. Helen is pointing out to Priam, from a 
tower, the different Grecian chiefs. “The old man 
asked : ‘ Tell me, dear child, who is that man, shorter 
by a head than Agamemnon, yet he looks broader in 
his shoulders and breast His ai-ms lie on the ground, 
but he, like a leader, walks about the bands of the 
men. He seems to mo like a stately ram, who goee as 
a master of the flock.’ Him answered Helen, daughter 
of Jove: ‘ This is the wise Ulysses, son of Laertes, 
who was reared in the state of craggy Ithaca, knowing 
all wiles and wise counsela’ To her the prudent 
VOL V. 
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Antonor replied again: ‘ 0 woman, you have spoken 
truly. For once the wise Ulysses came hither on an 
embassy, wdth Menelaus, beloved by Mars. I received 
them, and entertained them at my house. I became 
acquainted with the genius and the prudent judgments 
of both. When they mixed with the assembled Tro¬ 
jans, and stood, the broad shoulders of Menelaus rose 
above the other; but, both sitting, Ulysses was more 
majestic. When they conversed;- and interweaved 
stories and opinions with all, Menelaus spoke suc¬ 
cinctly,—^fow but very s-weet words, since he -was not 
talkative, nor superfluous in speech, and was the 
younger. But when the wise'Ulysses arose, and stood, 
and looked down, fixing his eyes on the ground, and 
neither moved his sceptre backward nor forward, but 
held it still, like an awkward person, you would say 
it was some angry or foolish man; but when he sent 
Ills great voice forth out of his breast, and his words 
fell like the winter snows, not then would any mortal 
contend with IHysses; and we, beholding, wondered 
not afterwards so much at, his aspect.’”* Thus ho 
does not fail to arm Ulysses at first with this power 
of overcoming all opposition by the blandishments of 
speech. Plutarch tells us that Thucydides, when Archi- 
daraus, king of Sparta, asked him which wms the best 
wrestjer,—Pericles or he,—-replied: “When I throw 
hint, ho says he was never down, and he persuades the 
very spectators to believe him.” 'Philip of Macedon 
said sf Demosthenes, on hearing the report of one of 
his orations: “ Had 1 been there, ho would have per- 
‘ Tlml, III, 191. 
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snadcd me to take up arms against myself”; and 
Warren Hastings said of Burke’s speech on liis im¬ 
peachment : “ As I listened to the orator, I felt for 
more than half an hour as if I wert? the must culpifldo 
being on earth.” 

In these examples, higher qualities have already 
entered; but the i)ower of detaining the ear h}' pleas¬ 
ing speech, and addressing the fancy and imagination, 
often exists without liigher merits. Thus separated, as 
this fascination of discourse aims only at amusement, 
though it he decisive in its momentary cll’cct, it is ^ct 
a juggle, and of no lasting power. It is heard like a 
band of music pas.sing through the streets, ■which con¬ 
verts all the passengers into poets, but is forgotten as 
soon as it has turned the next corner; and unless this 
oiled tongue could, in Oriental phra.se, lick the sUn 
and moon away, it must take its place ■with opium and 
brandy. I know no remedy against it but cotton-wool, 
or the wax which Ulysises stufied into the ears of his 
sailors to pass the Sirens safely. 

There are all degrees of power, and the least are 
interesting, but they must not be confounded. There 
is the glib tongue and cool self-possession of the sales- 
ra.an in a large shop, which, as is well known, over¬ 
power the prudence and resolution of housekeepers 
of both sexes. There is a petty lawyer’s fluency, 
which is sufficiently impressive to him who is devoid 
of that talent, though it be, in so many cases, nothing 
more than a facility of expressing with accuracy and 
speed what everybody thinks and says more slowly, 
without new infoi-mation, or precision of thought,— 
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but the same thing, neither less nor more. It requires 
no special insight to edit one of our country newis- 
papers. Yet whoever can say off currently, sentence 
by'scntenco^ matter neither better nor worse than 
what is there printed, will 1)e very impressive to our 
easily-pleased pojuilatioii. These talkers are of that 
class who prosper, like the celebrated schoolmastm-, 
by being only one lesson ahead of the pupil. Add a 
little .sarcasm, and prompt allusion to passing occiii;- 
rcnces, and you have the mischievous member of 
Congress. A spice of malice, a ruffian touch in his 
rhetoric, will do him no harm with his audience. 
These accomplishments are of the same kind, and only 
a degree higher than the coaxing of the auetioneer, or 
the vituperative style well dcsciibed in the street woi'd 
“ j4wiug.” These kinds of public and piivate speaking 
have their use .and convenience to the practitioners; 
but wo may say of such collectively, that the habit of 
oratory is apt to disq\ialify them for eloquence. 

One of our .statesmen said; “The curse of this 
countiy is eloquent men.” ,And one cannot wonder 
at the uneasiness sometimes juanifested by trained 
statesmen, with large experience of public affairs, 
when they observe the dis]>roportionato advantage 
suddenly given to oratory over the most solid and 
accmpnlated public service. In a Senate or other 
business committee, the solid result depends on a few 
men with working talent. They know how to deal 
wnth* the facts before them, to put things into a 
practical shape, 'and they value men only as they can 
forward the work. But a new man conies there, who 
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lias no capacity for helping then) at all, is insignificant, 
and nobody in the committee, but has a talent for 
speaking. In the debate with open doors, this precioms 
person makes a speech, which is printed, .and road all 
over the Union, and he at once becomes famous, and 
takes the lead in the public mind over all thc.se execu¬ 
tive men, who, of course, are full of indignation to 
find one who has no tact or skill, and knows he has 
none, jiut over them by mean.s of thi.s talking powei' 
which they despise. 

Leaving behind us tlic.so pretensions, bettei* or 
wor,se, to come a little uoaj'er to the vciity,—eloijucncc 
i.s attractive as an exam’ple of the magic of personal 
ascendency,—a total and resultant ])Owcr, rare, be¬ 
cause it requires a rich coincidence of powers, intel¬ 
lect, will, sympathy, organs, and, over all, good fort'une 
in the cause. We have a half-belief that this person 
i.s possible who can counterpoise all other }jcrsons. 
\Vh believe that there may be a man who is a match 
for events,—one who never found his match,—against 
whom other men being .^dashed are broken,—one of 
inexhaustible personal resources who can give you 
any odds and beat you. What wo really wish for is 
a mind equal to any exigency. You are safe in your 
rural district, or in the city, in broad daylight, amidst 
the police, and under the eyes of a hupdred thqu.sand 
people. But how is it on the Atlantic, in a storib,— 
do you understand how to infuse your reason into 
men disabled by terror, and to bring yourself oft’ safe 
then ?—how among thieves, or amdng an infuriated 
populace, or among cannibals ? h’ace to face with a 
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highwayman who has every temptation and opportu¬ 
nity for violence and plunder, can you bring yourself 
oir safe by your wit, exercised through speech?—a 
problem easy enough to Cmsar or Napoleon. When¬ 
ever a man of that stamp arrives, the highwayman 
has found a master. What a difference between men 
in power of face! A man succeeds because he has 
more power of eye than another, and so coaxes or 
confounds him. The newspapers, •every week, report 
the adventures of some impudent swindler, who, by 
steadiness of carriage, duped those who shoidd have 
known better. Yet any swindlers we have known 
are novices and bunglers, as* is attested by their ill 
name. A greater power of face would accomplish 
anything, and, with the rest of their takings, take 
away the bad name. A greater power of carrying the 
thing loftily, and with perfect assurance, would con¬ 
found merchant, banker, judge, men of influence and 
power,—poet and pre.sident,—and might head any 
party, unseat any sovereign, and abrogate any con¬ 
stitution in Europe and America. It was said that a 
man has at one step attained vast power, who has re¬ 
nounced his moral sentiment, and settled it with him¬ 
self that he will no longer stick at anything. It was 
said of Sir William Pepporel, one of the worthies of 
New England, that, “ put him whore you might, he 
conftnanded, and saw what he willed come to pass.” 
Julius Caesar said to Metellus, when that tribune in- 
terfoiwd to hinder him from entering the Eoman 
treasury : “ YouAg man, it is easier for me to put you 
to death than to say that I will;” and the youth 
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yielded. In earlier days he was taken by pirates. 
What then! He threw himself into their ship, estab¬ 
lished the most extraordinary intimacies, told them 
stories, declaimed to them; if tlieydid.not applaud 
his speeches, he threatened them with hanging,— 
which he performed afterwards,—and, in a ^hort time, 
was master of all on board. A man this is who can¬ 
not be disconcerted, and so can never play his last 
.^ard, hut has a reserve of power when ho has hit his 
mark. With a serene face;, he subverts a kingdom. 
What is told of him is miraculous ; it affects men so. 
The confidence of nuui. in him is lavish, and ho changes 
the face of the world, ifnd histories, poems, and new 
philosophies arise to account for him. A sujueme 
commander over all his passions and affections; but 
the secret of his ruling is higher than that. It is’, the 
power of Natm’c running without impediment from 
the brain and will into the hands. Men and women 
arc his game. Where they are, ho cannot bo without 
resource. “ Whoso can speak well,” said Luther, “is 
a man.” It was men of^ this stamp that the Grecian 
States used to ask of Sparta for generals. They did 
not send to Lacedajmon for troops, but they .said, 
“ Send us a commander ”; aTid Pausanias, or Gylippus, 
or Brasidas, or Agis, was despatched by the Ephors. 

It is easy to illustrate this overpowering j>crson- 
ality by these examples of soldiers and kings; but 
thei-e are men of the most peaceful way of life, and 
peaceful principle, who are felt, wherever they* go, as 
sensibly as a July sun or a DecAnber frost,—men 
who, if they speak, are heard, though they speak in a 
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whisper,—who, when tlusy act, act effectually, ainl 
what they do is imitated; and these examples may 
1)0 found on very humhlc platforms, as well as on 
high ones. 

In old cotintiios, a high money-value is set on the 
sei-vices of men who have achieved a personal dis¬ 
tinction. He who has points to carry must hire, not 
a skilhd attorney, but a commanding person. A 
barrister in England is reputed to ‘have made thirty- 
or forty thousitnd poimds per anmm in 7-cpresonting 
the -claims of railroad companies before committees 
of the House of Commons. His clients pay not so 
much for legal as for manly accomplishments,— 
for courage, conduct, and a commandkig social 
position, which enable him to make their claims heard 
and.‘respected. 

I know very well, that, among our cool and calcu¬ 
lating people, where every man mounts guard over 
himself, whore heats and panics and abandonments 
are quite out of the system, there is a good deal of 
scepticism as to extraordinary^’ influence. To talk of 
an overpowering mind rouses the same jealousy and 
defiance which one may observe round a table where 
anybody is recounting the marvellous anecdotes of 
mesmerism. Each auditor puts a final stroke to the 
discoui;so by exflaiming: “Can he mesmerise me?” 
So ehch man inquires if any orator can change Ms 
convictiona 

But'does any one suppose himself to be quite im¬ 
pregnable 1 Does'he think that not possibly a man 
may come to him who shall persuade him out of his 
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most settled determination 1 —for example, good 
sedate citizen a,s he is, to make a fanatic of him,—or, 
if he is penurious, to squander money for some pui’pose 
he now least thinks of,—oi', if he i« a prudent, indus¬ 
trious person, to forsake his work, and give days and 
weeks to a now interest? No, he defies.any one, 
evei-y one. Ah ! he is thinking of resistance, and of 
a different turn from his own. But what if one 
^.lioiild come of tho same turn of mind as his own, and 
who sees much farther on his own way.than he? A 
man who has tastes like mine, but in greater power, 
will rule me any day, and make me love my ruler. 

Thus it is not jiowerS of speech that we primarily 
consider under this word eloquence, hut the power 
that, being present, gives them their perfection, and, 
being absent, leaves them a merely supeihcial value. 
Eloquence is the appropriate organ of the highest 
personal energy. Personal a.scendeucy may exist 
Avith or without adequate talent for its expression. 
It is as surely felt as a mountain or a planet; but 
when it is weaponed witlj a power of speech, it seems 
first to become truly human, works actively in all 
directions, and supplies the imagination with fine 
materials. 

This circumstance enters into every consideration 
of the power of orators, and is the key to all their 
effects. In the assembly, you shall find the ortitor 
and the audience in perpetual balance; and the pre¬ 
dominance of either is indicated by the choice of'topic. 
If tho talents for speaking exist, bilt not the strong 
personality, then there are good sjieakers who per- 
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fectly receive and express the will of the audience, 
and the commonest populace is flattered by hearing 
its low mind returned to it with every ornament 
which happy talent can add. But if there he person¬ 
ality in the orator, the face of things changes. The 
audience is thrown into the attitude of jiupil, follows 
like a child its pi'cccptor, and hears what he has to 
say. It is as if, amidst the king’s council at Madrid, 
Ximenes urged that an .advantage might he gained of 
France, and Moudoza that Flandeis might ho kept 
down, and Columbus, being introduced, was inteixo- 
gated whether his geographical knowledge could aid 
the cabinet, and ho can say hothing to one party or 
to the other, but he can show how all Europe can be 
diminished and reduced under the king, by annexing 
to Bpain a continent as barge .as six or seven Europes. 

This balance between the orator and the audience 
is expressed in what is called the j)ortinence of the 
spo<akor. There is always a rivalry between the 
orator .and the occasion, between the demands of the 
hour and the prepossession^of the individual. The 
omorgency which has convened the meeting is usually 
of more importance than anything the debaters have 
in their minds, and therefore becomes imperative to 
them. But if one of them have anything of com¬ 
manding necessity in his hciirt, how speedily he will 
find'vont for it, and with the applause of the assembly! 
This balance is observed in the privatest intercourse. 
Poor •Tom never know the time when the present 
occurrence was s<y trivial that ho could tell what was 
passing in his mind without being checked for un-. 
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The perfection of the providence for childhood is 
easily acknowledged. The care which covers, the 
seed of the tree under tough husks and stony cases 
provides for the human’plant the mother’s breast and 
the fathor’s house. The size of the nestler is comic, 
and its tiny beseeching weakness is compensated per¬ 
fectly by the happy patronising look of the mother,, 
who is a sort of high reposing Pi-ovidcnco toward it. 
Welcome to the parents the puny struggler, sti’ong 
in his weakness, his little arms more irresistible than 
the soldier’s, his lips touched with persuasion which 
Chatham and Pericles in manhood had not. His un¬ 
affected lamentations wlien he lifts up his voice on 
high, or, more beautiful, the sobbing child,—the face 
all liquid grief, as he tries to swallow his vexation,— 
soften all hearts tb pity, and to mirthful and clamor¬ 
ous compassion. The small despot auks so little that 
all reason and all nature are on his *sid& His ignor¬ 
ance is more charming than all knowledge, and his 
little sins more bewitching than any virtua. His 
flesh is angels’£esh, all alive, “fofancy,” .said Cole¬ 
ridge, “presents body and spirit in unity: the body 
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is all animated.” All day, between his three or four 
sleeps, he coos like a pigeon-house, sputters and spurs( 
and puts on his faces of importance; and when he 
fast?, the little Pharesec fails not to sound his trumpet 
before him. By lamplight he delights in shadows on 
the wall; by daylight, in yellow and scarlet. Carry 
liim out of doors,—he is overpowered by the light 
and by the extent of natural objects, and is silent. 
Then presently begins his use of his fingers, and he, 
studies power,,the lesson of his race. First it appears 
in no great harm, in architectural tastes. Out of 
blocks, thread-spools, cards and checkers, he will build 
his pyramid with the giuvity of Palladio. With an 
acoustic apparatus of whistle and rattle he explores 
the laws of sound. But chiefly, like his senior country¬ 
men; the young American studies new and speedier 
modes of transportation. Mistrusting the cunning of 
his small legs, he wishes to ride on the necks and 
shoulders of all flesL The small enchanter nothing 
can withstand,—no seniority of age, no gravity of 
character; uncles, aunts, grandsires, grandams, fall an 
easy prey: he conforms to' nobody, all conform to 
him; all caper and make mouths, and babble, and 
chiiTup to him. On the strongest shoulders he rides, 
and pulls the hair of laurelled heads. 

“ The childhood,” said Milton, “ shows the man, as 
morning shows the day.” The child realises to every 
man his own earliest remembrance; and so supplies a 
defect in our education, or enables us to live over the 
unconscious histoiy with a sympathy, so tender as to 
be almost personal experience. 
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Fast—almost too fast for tlic wistful curiosity of 
the parents, studious of the witchcraft of curls and 
dimples and broken words—the little talker grows to 
a boy. He walks daily among Vonders: fire, lights 
darkness, the moon, the stars, the furniture of the 
house, the red tin horse, the domestics, who like rude 
foster-motlicrs befriend and feed him, the faces that 
claim his kisses, are all in turn absorbing j yet warm, 
• cheerful, and with good appetite, the little sovereign 
subdues them without knowing it; fho new know¬ 
ledge is taken up into the life of to-day and beeomes 
the means of more. The blowing rose ?s a new event; 
the garden full of flovtei's is Eden over again to the 
small Adam; the rain, the ice, the frost, make epochs 
in his life. What a holiday is the first snow in which 
Twoshoes can be trusted abroad ! 

What art can paint or gild any object in after-life 
with the glow which Nature gives to the first baubles 
of childhood! St. Peter’s cannot have the magical 
power over us that the red and gold covers of our 
first picture-book possessed. How the imagination 
cleaves to the warm glories of that tinsel even now! 
What entertainments make every day bright and 
short for the fine freshman! The street is old as 
Nature; the persons all have their sacredness. His 
imaginative life dresses all things in their best. His 
fears adorn the dark parts with poetry. He lias heard 
of wild horses and of bad boys, and with a pleasing 
terror he watches at his gate for the passing«of those 
varieties of each species. The‘first ride into the 
country, the first bath in running water, the first time 
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the skates are put on, the first game out of doors in. 
moonlight, the books of the nursery, are new chapter^ 
of joy. The “Arabian Nights’ Entertainments,” the 
“ Seven Chapipions* of Christendom,” “ Robinson 
Crusoe,” and the “ Pilgrim’s Progress,”—what mines 
of thought and emotion, what a wardrobe to dress 
the whole world withal, are in this encyclopsedia of 
young thinking! And so by beautiful traits, which, 
without art, yet seem the masterpieclb of tvisdom pro- • 
yoking the lovp that watches and educates him, the 
little‘pilgrim prosecutes the journey through nature 
which ho has thus gaily begun. He grows uj> the 
ornament and joy of the house, which rings to his 
glee, to rosy boyhood. 

The household is the home of the man, as well as 
of th(» child. The events that occur Ihei'ein are more 
near and affecting to us than those which are sought 
in senates and academics. Domestic events are cer¬ 
tainly our affair. What are called public events may 
or may not be ours. If a man wishes to acquaint 
himself with the real history of the world, with the 
spirit of the age, he must not go first to the state- 
house or the court-room. The subtle spirit of life 
must be sought in facts nearer. It is what is done 
and suffered in the house, in the constitution, in the 
temperament, in the personal history, that has the 
profounde.st intere.st for us. Fact is better than 
fiction, if only we could get pure fact Do you think 
any rhetoric or any romance would got your ear from 
the wise gipsy whA could tell straight on the real 
fortunes of the man; who could reconcile your moral 
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character and your natural history; who could ex¬ 
plain your misfortunes, your fevers, your debts, your 
temperament, your habits of thought, your tastes, and, 
in every explanation, not sever you from the whvle, 
but unite you to itl Is it not plain that not in 
senates, or courts, or chambers of commerce, • but in 
the dwelling-house must the true character and hope 
of the time be consulted? These facts are, to be 
^re, harder to read. It is easier to count the census, 
or compute the square extent of a territory, to criti¬ 
cise its polity, books, art, than to come to the pei'sous 
and dwellings of men, and read their character and 
hope in their way of life*. Yet wo are always hover¬ 
ing round this better divination. In one form or 
another, wo are always returning to it. The physi¬ 
ognomy and phrenology of to-day are rash and 
mechanical systems enoiigh, but they rest on ever¬ 
lasting foundations. We are sure that the sacred 
form of man is not seen in these whimsical, pitiful, 
and sinister masks (masks which we wear and which 
we meet), these bloated, and shrivelled bodies, bald 
heads, bead eyes, short winds, i)uny and precarious 
healths, and early deaths. We live ruins amidst ruins. 
The great facts are the near ones. The account of 
the body is to be sought in the mind. The histoiy 
of your fortunes is written first in your life. 

Let us come, then, out of the public squaire, "and 
enter the domestic jirecinct. Let us go to the sitting- 
room, the table-talk, and the expenditure of oiy con¬ 
temporaries. An increased consciotisness of the soul, 
you say, characterises tlie period. Let us see if it 
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has not only arranged the atoms at the circumference, 
but the atoms at the core. Docs the houscliold obey 
an idea? Do you see the man,—his form, genius, and 
aspiration,—-in his- economy? Is that translucent, 
thorough-lighted ? There should bo nothing confound¬ 
ing and conventional in economy, but the genius and 
love of the man so conspicuouslymarked in all his estate, 
that the eye that knew him should read his character in 
his property, in his grounds, in his ornaments, in everji 
oxi)ense. A man’s money should not follow the direc- 
tion-of his neighbour’s money, but should represent to 
him the things he would williugliest do with it. I am 
not one tiling and my expenditure another. My ex¬ 
penditure is mo. That our expenditure and our char¬ 
acter are twain, is the vice of society. 

We ask the price of many things in shops and stalls, 
but some things each man buys without hesitation, if 
it were only letters at the post-office, conveyance in 
carriages and boats, tools for his work, books that are 
written to his condition, etc. Let him never buy 
anything else than what he wants, never subscribe 
at others’ instance, never give unwillingly. Thus, a 
scholar is a hterary foundation. All his expense is 
for Aristotle, Fabricius, Erasmus, and Petrarch. Do 
not ask him to help with his savings young drapers 
or grocers to stock their shops, or eager agents to lobby 
in legislatures, or join a company to build a factory 
pr a fishing-craft. These things are also to be done, but 
not by such as he. How could such a book as Plato’s 
Dialogues have come down, but for the sacred savings 
of scholars and their fantastic appropriation of them ? 
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Another man is a mechanical genius, an inventor 
of looms, a builder of ships,—a shipbuilding founda¬ 
tion, and could achieve nothing if ho should dissijiate 
himself on books or on horses. Another^ is a farmer, 
—an .agricultural foundation; another is a chemist,— 
.and the same rule holds for all. We must not make 
believe with our money, but spend heartily, and buy 
ai\d not doim. 

, I am afiuid that, so considered, our houses will not 
he found to have unity, and to express the best 
thought. The household, the calling, the friendships, 
of the citizen are not homogeneous. His house ought 
to show us his honest opinion of what makes his well¬ 
being whep he rests among his kindred, and forgets 
all affectation, compliance, and oven exertion of will, 
lie brings homo whatever commodities and ornaments 
have for years allured his pursuit, and his character 
must be seen in them. But what idea predominates 
in our houses! Thrift first, then convenience and 
])le,'isnre. Take off' all the roofs, from street to street, 
and we shall seldom find the temple of any higher god 
than Prudence. The prdgioss of domestic living has 
been in cleanliness, in ventilation, in health, in 
decorum, in countless means and arts of comfort, in 
the concentration of all the utilities of every clime in 
each house. They are arranged for low benefits. 
The houses of the rich are confectioners’ shops, where 
we get sweetmeats and wine; the houses of the poor 
are imitations of these to the extent of their aifility. 
With these ends housekeeping is •not beautiful j it 
cheers and raises neither the husband, the wife, nor 
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the chilli; neither tho host, nor the guest; it oppresses 
women. A house kept to the end of prudence is 
laborious without joy; a house kept to the end of 
display is impossible to all but a few women, and their 
success is dearly bought. 

If we look at this matter curiously, it becomes 
dangerous. We need all the force of an idea to lift 
this load, for the wealth and multiplication of conveni¬ 
ences embarrass us, especially in northern climates.. 
The shortest epumeratioii of our wants in this rugged 
climate appals us by the multitude of things not easy 
to be done. And if you look at the multitude of par¬ 
ticulars, one would say: Good housekeeping is impos¬ 
sible ; order is too precious a thing to dwell .with men 
and women. See, in families whore there is both 
substance and taste, at what expense any favourite 
punctuality is maintained. If the children, for ex¬ 
ample, are considered, dressed, dieted, attended, kept 
in proper company, schooled, and at homo fostered 
by the parents,—then does the hospitality of the house 
suffer; friends are loss carefplly bestowed, the daily 
table loss catered. If the hours of meals are punctual, 
the apartments are slovenly. If the linens and hang¬ 
ings are clean and fine, and the furniture good, the 
yard, the gai’den, the fences are neglected. If all are 
well attended, then must the master and mistress be 
studious -of particulars at the cost of their own accom¬ 
plishments and growth,—or persons are treated as 
things, 

The difficulties to Ijo overcome must be freely 
admitted j they are many and great. Nor are they 
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to be disposed of by any criticism or amendment of 
particulars taken one at a time, but only by the 
arrangement of the household to a higher end than 
those to which our dwellings are‘usually built and 
furnished. And is there any calamity more grave, or 
that more invokes the best good-will to remove it, 
than this 1 —to go from chamber to chamber, and see 
no beauty; to find in the housemates no aim; to hear 
an endless chatter*and blast; to be comjielled to 
criticise; to hear only to dissent and to be disgusted; 
to find no invitation to what is good in us, and mo 
receptacle for what is wise; this is a great price to 
j)ay for sweet bread and warm lodging,—being de¬ 
frauded of affinity, of repose, of genial culture, and 
the inmost presence of beauty. 

It is a sufficient accusation of our ways of living, 
and certainly ought to open our ear to every good- 
minded reformer, that our idea of domestic well-being 
now needs wealth to execute it. Give me the means, 
says the wife, and your house shall not annoy your 
taste nor waste your time. _ On hearing this, we under¬ 
stand how these Means haVte come to be so omnipotent 
on earth. And indeed the love of wealth seems to 
grow chiefly out of the root of the love of the Beautiful. 
The desire of gold is not for gold. It is not the love 
of much wheat and wool and household-stuff. It is 
the means of freedom and benefit W*e scorn shifts; 
we desire the elegance of munificence; we desire at 
least to put no stint or limit on our parents, relatives, 
guests, or dependants; we desire to* play the ben 
factor and the prince with our townsmen, with the 
VOL, V. . 2 A 



354 


DOMESTIC LIFE. 


[V 


stranger at the gate, with the hard, or the beauty, 
with the man or woman of worth, who alights at ojir 
door. How ean we do this, if the wants of each day 
imprison us in lucrative labours, and constrain us to a 
continual vigilance lest we be betrayed into expense 1 
Give us wealth, and the home shall exist But that is 
a very imperfect and inglorious solution of the problem, 
and therefore no solution. “Give us wealth” Yon 
ask too much. Few have wealth <, but all must have 
a home. Men are not Jborn rich; and in getting 
wealth, the man is generally sacrificed, and often is 
sacrificed without acquiring wealth at last Besides, 
that cannot be the right answer;—there are objec¬ 
tions to wealth. Wealth is a shift The wise man 
angles with himself only, and with no meaner bait 
Onr whole use of wealth needs revision and refonn. 
G-enerosity does not consist in giving money or 
money’s worth. These so-called rjoods are only the 
shadow of good. To give money to a sufferer is only 
a come-off. It is only a po.stpoiiement of the real 
payment, a bribe paid for silence,—a credit-system in 
which a paper promise to pay answers for the time 
instead of liquidation. We owe to man higher 
succours than food and fire. We owe to man man. 
If he is sick, is unable, is mean-spirited and odious, it 
is because there is so much of his nature which is 
unlawfully withliolden from him. He should be 
visited in this his prison with rebuke to the evil 
demons, with manly encouragement, with no mean- 
apirite4 offer cf condolence because you have not 
money, or mean offer of money as the utmost benefit. 
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but hy your heroism, your purity, and your faith. 
You are to bring with you that sjurit which is under¬ 
standing, health, and self-help. To offer him money 
in lieu of these is to do him the salne wrong as when 
the bridegroom offers his betrothed virgin a sum of 
money to release him from his engagements. The 
great depend on their heart, not on their purse. 
(ienius and virtue, like diamonds, are best plain-set^ 
--set in lead, set in poverty. The greatest man in 
history was the poorest • How was ^t with the 
captains and sages of Greece and Rome, with Socrates, 
with Epaminondasi Aristides was made general 
receiver of Greece, to collect the tribute which each 
State was tp furnish against the barbarian. “Poor,” 
says Plutarch, “when he set about it, poorer when 
ho had finished it.” How was it with .(Emilius aftd 
Oato? What kind of house was kept by Paul and 
■lohn,—by Milton and Marvell,—by Samuel John¬ 
son,—by Samuel Adams in Boston, and Jean Paul 
Richter at Baireuth 1 

I think it plain that this voice of communities and 
ages, “ Give us wealth, and the good household shall 
exist,” is vicious, and leaves the whole difficulty un- 
toTiched. It is better, certainly, in this form, “ Give 
us your labour, and the household begins.” I see not 
how serious labour, the labour of all and every day, 
is to be avoided; and many things betoken a revohi- 
tion of opinion and practice in regard to manual 
labour that may go far to aid our practical inquiry. 
Another age may divide the manuaJ labour of the 
world more equally on all the member's of society, 



356 


DOMESTIC LIFE. 


[V 


and so make the labours of a few hours avail to the 
wants and add to the vigour of the man. But the 
reform that applies itself to the household must not 
be‘partial. It must correct the whole system of our 
social living. It must come with plain living and 
high thinking; it must break up caste, and put 
domestic service on another foundation. It must 
come in connection with a tnio acceptance by each 
man of his vocation,—not chosen by his parents oi’ 
friends, but by his genius, with earnestness and love. 

■Nor is this redress so hopeless as it seems. Cer¬ 
tainly, if we begin by reforming particulars of our 
present system, correcting a'fcw evils and letting the 
rest stand, we shall soon give up in despair. Fot’ 
our social forms arc very far from truth and equity. 
But the way to set the axe at the root of the tree is, 
to raise our aim. Let us understand, then, that a 
house should bear witness in all its economy that 
human culture is the end to which it is built and 
garnished. It stands there under the sun and moon 
to ends analogous, and not less noble than theirs. It 
is not for festivity, it is not for sleep: but the pine 
and the oak shall gladly descend from the mountains 
to uphold the roof of men as faithful and necessary 
as themselves; to be the shelter always open to good 
and true persons;—a hall which shines with sincerity, 
br6ws ever tranquil, and a demeanour impossible to 
disconcert; whose inmates know what they want; 
who •do not ask your house how theirs should be 
kept. They hav^ aims: they cannot pause for triflea 
The diet of the house does not create its order, but 
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knowledge, character, action, absorb so much life and 
yield so much entertainment that the refectory has 
ceased to be so curiously studied. With a change ef 
aim has followed a change of the whole scale by which 
men and things were wont to bo measured. Wealth 
and poverty are seen for what they arc. It begins to 
bo seen that the poor are only they who feel poor, 
and poverty consists in feeling poor.' The rich, as we 
reckon them, and among them the very rich, in a true 
scale would bo found very indigent and ragged. The 
great make us feel, first of all, the indifference of 
circumstances. They call into activitj^ the higher 
j)erceptions, and subdue the low habits of comfort 
and luxury; but the higher perceptions find their 
objects everywhere: only the low habits need palaces 
and banquets. 

Let a man, then, say. My house is here in the 
county, for the culture of the county;—an eating- 
house and sleeping-house for travellers it shall be, 
but it shall be much more. I pray you, 0 excellent 
wife, not to cumber yourself and me to get a rich 
dinner for this man or this woman who has alighted 
at our gate, nor a bedchamber made ready at too 
groat a cost These things, if they are curious in, 
they can get for a dollar at any village. But let this 
stranger, if he will, in your looks, in your accent and 
behaviour, read your heart and efoiestnesi, jwur 
thought and will, which he cannot buy at any price, 
in any village or city, and which he may well gravel 
fifty miles, and dine sparely and sleep hard, in order 
to behold. Certainly, let the board be spread and 
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let the bed be dressed for the traveller; but let not 
the emphasis of hospitality lie in these things. 
Honour to the house where they are simple to the 
veige of hardship, no that there the intellect is awake 
and reads the laws of the universe, the soul worships 
truth and love, honour and courtesy flow into all 
deeds. 

There was never a country in the world which 
could so easily exhibit this heroism as ours; never 
anywhere the State has made such efiicient provision 
for ..popular education, where intellectual entertain¬ 
ment is so tvithin reach of youthful ambition. The 
poor man’s son is educated. ■ There is many a humble 
house in every city, in every town, where talent and 
taste, and sometimes genius, dwell with poverty and 
labour. Who has not seen, and wdio can see un¬ 
moved, under a low roof, the eager, blushing boys 
discharging as they can their household chores, and 
hastening into the sitting-room to the study of to¬ 
morrow’s merciless lesson, yet stealing time to read 
one chapter more of the novel hardly smuggled into 
the tolerance of father and- mother,—atoning for the 
same by some pages of Plutarch or Goldsmith; the 
warm sympathy with which they kindle each other 
in school-yard, or in barn or wood-shed, with scraps 
of poetry or song, with phrases of the last oration, or 
mimicly of the brator; the youthful criticism, on Sun¬ 
day, of the sermons; the school declamation faith¬ 
fully ..rehearsed at home, sometimes to the fatigue, 
sometimes to the admiration of sisters; the first 
solitary joys of hterary vanity, when the translation 
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•or the theme has been completed, sitting alone near 
the top of the house; the cautious comparison of the 
attractive advertisement of the arrival of Macready, 
Booth, or Kemble, or of the discourse of a well-knojvn 
speaker, with the expense of the entertainment; the 
affectionate delight with which they greet the return 
of each one after the early separations which school 
or business requires; the foresight with which, during 
speh absences, they«hive the honey which opportunity 
oilers, for the ear and imagination of the others; and 
the unrestrained glee with which they disburden 
themselves of their early mental treasurhs when the 
holidays bring them again together? What is the 
hoop that holds them stanch ? It is the iron band of 
poverty, of necessity, of austerity, which, excluding 
them from the sensual enjoyments which make other 
boys too early old, has directed their activity in safe 
and right channels, and made them, despite them¬ 
selves, reverers of the grand, the beautiful, and the 
good. Ah! short-sighted students of books, of Nature, 
and of man! too happycould they know thdr ad¬ 
vantages. They pine for freedom from that mild 
parental yoke; they sigh for fine clothes, for rides, for 
the theatre, and premature freedom and dissipation, 
which others possess. Woe to them, if their wishes 
were crowned! The angels that dwell with them, 
and are weaving laurels of life for* their y8ut]iful 
brows, are Toil, and Want, and Truth, and Mutual 
Faith. 

In many parts of true economy a cheering lesson 
may be learned from the mode of life and manners of 
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the later Romans, as described to us in the letters of 
the younger Pliny. Nor can I resist the temptation 
of quoting so trite an instance as the noble housekeep¬ 
ing of Lord Falkland in Clarendon : “ His house being 
within little more than ten miles from Oxford, he con¬ 
tracted familiarity and friend.ship with the most polite 
and accurate men of that University, who found such 
an immenseness of wit,.and such a solidity of judg¬ 
ment in him, so infinite a fancy, bound in by a mopt 
logical ratiocination, such a vast knowledge that he 
was not ignorant in anything, yet such an excessive 
humility, as‘if he had known nothing, that they fre¬ 
quently resorted and dwelt-with him, as in a college 
situated in a pm-er air; so that his house, w'as a uni¬ 
versity in a less volume, whither they came, not so 
much for repose as study, and to examine and refine 
those grosser propositions ■which laziness and consent 
made current in vulgar conversation.” 

I honour that man whose ambition it is, not to 
win laurels in the State or the armj% not t«fbc a jurist 
or a naturalist, not to be a poet or a commander, but 
to be a master of living Well, and to administer the 
offices of master or servant, of husband, father, and 
friend. But it requires as much breadth of power for 
this as for those other functions,—as much, or more, 
—and the reason for the failure is the same. I think 
tho vide of our 'housekeeping is, that it does not hold 
man sacred. The vice of government, the vice of 
education, the ■vice of religion, is one with that of 
private life. 

In the old fables we used to read of a cloak brought 
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from fairyland as a gift for the fairest and purest in 
Prince Arthur’s court. It was to be her prize whom 
it would fit. Every one was eager to try it on, ibut 
it would fit nobody : for one it was a world too wide, 
for the next it dragged on the ground, and for the 
third it shrank to a scarf. They, of course, said that 
the devil was in the mantle, for really the truth was 
in the mantle, and was exposing the ugliness which 
, each would fain •onceal. All drew back with teiTor 
from the garment. The innocent Genelas alone could 
wear it. In like manner every man is provided in ' 
his thought with a measure of man wKich he applies 
to every passenger. Unhappily, not one in many 
thousands comes u]) to the stature and proportions 
of the model. Neither docs the measurer himself, 
neither do the people in the street; neither dp the 
select individuals whom ho admires,—the heroes of 
the race. When he inspects them critically, ho dis¬ 
covers that their aims are low, that they are too 
quickly .satisfied. He observes the swiftness with 
which life culminates,^and the humility of the ex¬ 
pectations of the greatest part of ^ men. To each 
occurs, soon after the age of puberty, some event, or 
society, or way of living, which becomes the crisis of 
life, and the chief fact in their history. In woman, 
it is love and marriage (which is more reasonable); 
and yet it is pitiful to date and measure all \ho« facts 
and sequel of an unfolding life from such a youthful, 
and generally inconsiderate, period as the, age of 
courtship and marriage. In meii,,it is their place of 
education, choice of an employment, settled in a town, 
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or removal to the East or to the West, or some other 
magnified trifle, which makes the meridian moment, 
and all the after years and actions only derive in- 
teregt from their relation to that. Hence it comes 
that we soon catch the trick of each man’s conversa¬ 
tion, and, knowing his two or three main facts, anti¬ 
cipate what he thinks of each new topic that rises. 
It is scarcely less perceivable in educated men, so 
called, than in the uneducated. I* have seen finely, 
endowed men at college festivals, ten, twenty years 
after.they had left the halls, returning, as it seemed, 
the same boys who went ,away. The same jokes 
pleased, the same straws tickled; the manhood and 
offices they brought thither at this return seemed mere 
ornamental masks; underneath they were boys yet. 
We never come to be citizens of the world, but arc 
stiU villagers, who think that everjdhing in their petty 
town is a little superior to the same thing anywhere 
else. In each the circumstance signalised diflfers, but 
in each it is made the coals of an ever-burning egotism. 
In one, it was his going to sea j in a second, the diffi¬ 
culties he combated in going to college; in a third, his 
journey to the West, or his voyage to Canton; in a 
fourth, his coming out of the Quaker Society; in a 
fifth, his new diet and regimen j in a sixth, his com¬ 
ing forth from the abolition organisations; and in a 
seventh, “his going into them. Kis a life of toys and 
trinkets. We are too easily pleased. 

I tlvink this sad result appears in the manners. 
The men we see*, in each other do not give us 
the image and likeness of man. The men we see 
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are whipped through the worhl; thoj' are harried, 
wrinkled, anxious; they all seem the hacks of some 
invisible riders. How seldom do we behold tnau- 
(juillity! We have never yet ^en a man. We do 
not know the majestic manners that belong to him, 
which appea.se and exalt the beholder. There are 
no divine persons with us, and the multitude do not 
hasten to be divine. And yet we hold fast, all 
,oiir lives long, a faith in a better life, in better men, 
in clean and noble relations, notwithstanding our 
total inexperience of a tnie society. Certainlyf this 
was not the intention of .Nature, to produce, with all 
this immense expendifniro of means and power, so 
cheap and humble a result. The aspirations in the 
116011 ; after the good and true teach us better,—nay, 
the men themselves suggest a better life. 

Every individual nature has its own beauty. One 
is struck in every company, at every fireside, with 
the riches of nature, when he hears so many new 
tones, all musical, sees in each person original man¬ 
ners, which have a proper and peculiar charm, and 
reads new expressions 6f face. He perceives that 
Nature has laid for each the foundations of a divine 
building, if the soul will build thereon. There is no 
face, no form, which one cannot in fancy associate 
with great power of intellect or with generosity of 
soul. In our experience, to be sure, beauty is Uiot, 
as it ought to be, the dower of man and of woman 
as invariably as sensation. Beauty is, even «n the 
beautiful, occasional,—or, as one has said, culminat¬ 
ing and perfect only a single moment, before which 
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it is unripe, and after which it is on the wane. But 
beauty is never quite absent from our eyes. Every 
fa«e, every figure, suggests its own right and sound 
estate. Our friends’are not their own highest form. 
But let the hearts they have agitated witness what 
power has lurked in the traits of these structures of 
day that pass and repass us! The secret power of 
form over the imagination and affections transcends 
all our philosophy. The first glance we meet may 
satisfy us that matter is the vehicle of higher powers 
thaiii its own, and that no laws of lino or surface can 
over account 'for the inexhaustible expressiveness of 
foim. We see heads that turn on the pivot of the 
spine,—no more; and we see heads that seem to 
turn on a pivot as deep as the axle of the world,—so 
8 lo\y, and lazily, and great, they move. We see on 
the lip of our companion the presence or absence of 
the great masters of thought and poetry to Ids mind. 
We read in his brow, on meeting him after many 
years, that he is where we left him, or that ho has 
made great strides. ^ 

Whilst thus nature and ^tho hints we draw from 
man suggest a true and lofty life, a household equal 
to the beauty and grandeur of this world, especially 
we learn the same lesson from those best relations to 
individual men which the heart is always prompting 
us to form. Happy will that house be in which the 
relations are formed from character, after the highest, 
and not after the lowest order; the house in which 
character marries,* and not confusion and a miscellany 
of unavowable motives. Then shall marriage be a 
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covenant to secure to either party the sweetness 
and honour of being a calm, continuing, inevitable 
benefactor to the other. Yes, and the suflSciant 
i-eply to the sceptic who doubt# the competence of 
man to elevate and to be elevated is in that desire 
and power to stand in joyful and ennobling inter¬ 
course with individuals, which makes the faith and 
the practice of alt reasonable men. 

, The ornaments of a house is the friends who 
frequent it. There is no event greater in life than 
the appearance of new persons about our hearth, 
except it be the progress of the character which 
draws them. It has been finely added by Landor to 
his definij/ion of the great man: “ It is he who can call 
together tho most select company when it pleases 
him.” A verse of the old (Jrcck Menander remains, 
which runs in translation :— 

“ Hot on the store of sprightly wiiio, 

Nor plenty of ilelieiou.s meats, 

Though generous Nature did de.sign 
To court us with perpetual treats,— 

’Tis not on thcstrjre for content deiiend. 

So much as on tho shadow of a Friend." 

It is the happiness which, where it is truly known, 
postpones all other satisfactions, and makes politics 
and commerce and churches cheap. For we figure 
to ourselves,—do we not?—that Avhen m8n «hall 
meet as they should, as States meet,—each a bene¬ 
factor, a shower of falling stars, so rich with, deeds, 
with thoughts, with so much accomplishment,—it 
shall be the festival of nature, which all things sym- 
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bolise ; and perhaps Love is only the highest symbol 
of Friendship, as all other things scorn symbols of 
love. In the progress of each man’s character, his 
relations to the best men, which at first seem only 
the romances of youth, acquire a graver importance; 
and he will have learned the lesson of life who is 
skilful in the ethics of Friendship. 

Beyond its primary ends of the conjugal, parental, 
and amicable relations, the hou.sehold should cherish 
the beautiful arts and the sentiment of veneration. 

1. Whatever brings the jlwellcr into a finer life; 
what educates his eye, or ear, or hand; whatever 
purifies and enlarges him, may well find place there. 
And yet let him not think that a property in beauti¬ 
ful objects is necessary to his apprehension of them, 
and seek to turn his house into a museum. Bather 
let the noble practice of the Greeks find place in 
our society, and let the creations of the plastic arts 
be collected with care in galleries by the piety and 
taste of the people, and yielded as freely as the sun¬ 
light to all. Meantime, be"it remembered, we are 
artists ourselves, and competitors, each one, with 
Phidias and Raphael in the production of what is 
graceful or grand. The fountain of beauty is the 
heart, and every generous thought illustrates the 
walls, of your chamber. Why should we owe our 
power of attracting our friends to pictures and vases, 
to cantos and architecture? Why should we con¬ 
vert ourselves intq, showmen and appendages to our 
fine houses and our works of art ? If by love and 
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nobleness we take up into ourselves the beauty we 
admire, we shall spend it again on all around us. 
The man, the woman, needs not the embcllishm^t 
of canvas and marble, whoso ev«ry act is a suly'ect 
for the sculptor, and to whose eye tlie gods and 
nymphs never appear ancient; for they know by 
lieart the whole instinct of majesty. 

I do not undervalue the fine instruction which 
statues and pictui'es give. But I think the public 
museum in each town will one day relieve the private 
house of this charge of owning and exhibiting tjiem. 
I go to Rome and see on,the walls of th’e Vatican the 
Transfiguration, painted by Raphael, reckoned the 
first picture in the world ; or in the Sistino Chapel I 
see the grand sibyls and prophets, painted in fresco 
by Michel Angelo,—which have every day now for 
three hundred years infiamed the imagination and 
exalted the piety of what vast multitudes of men of 
all nations! I wish to bring home to my children 
and my friends copies of these admirable forms, 
which I can find in the shops of the engravers; but I 
do not wish the vexation of owning them. I wish to 
find in my own town a library and museum which is 
the property of the town, where I can deposit this 
precious treasure, where I and my children can see it 
from time to time, and where it has its proper place 
among hundreds of such donations ffom othef citizens 
who have brought thither whatever articles they have 
judged to be in their nature rather a public ^than a 
private property. 

A collection of this kind, the property of each 
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town, would dignify the town, and we should love 
and respect our neighbours more. Obviously, it would 
be,.easy for every town to discharge this truly muni- 
cipsj duty. Every eno of us would gladly contribute 
his share; and the more gladly, the more considerable 
the institution had become. 

2 . Certainly, not aloof from this homage to beauty, 
but in strict connection therewith, the house will, 
come to be esteemed a Sanctuary. The language of 
a ruder ago has given to common law the maxim that 
every man’s house is his castle: the progress of tintli 
will make every house a shriKe. Will not man one 
day open his eyes and see how dear he is to the soul 
of Nature,—how near it is to him? Will ho not see, 
through all he miscalls accident, that Law prevails 
for ever and ever; that his private being is a part of 
it; that its homo is in his oWn unsounded heart; that 
liis economy, his labour, his good and bad fortune, his 
health and manners, are all a curious and exact de¬ 
monstration in miniature of the Cenius of the Eternal 
Providence ? "When he perceives the Law, he ceases 
to despond. Whilst he sees it, every thought and act 
is raised, and becomes an act of religion. Does the 
consecration of Sunday confess the desecration of the 
entire week? Does the consecration of the church 
confess the profanation of the house 1 Let us rear! 
the incantation backward. Let the man stand on his 
feet. Let religion cease to be occasional; and the pulses 
of thought that go to the borders of the universe, 
let them proceed from the bosom of the Household. 
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These arc the consolations,—these are the ends to 
which the household is instituted and the rooftree 
stands. If these are sought, and in any good degrae 
attained, can the State, can comftiercc, can climate, 
can the labour of many for one, yield anything bettor, 
or half as good ? Beside these aims. Society is weak 
and the State an intrusion. I think that the heroism 
which at this day w'ould make on us the impression 
of Epaminondas and Phocion must be that of a 
domestic conqueror. He who shall ^bravely and 
gracefully subdue this Gorgon of Convention and 
Fashion, and show men ho\F to load a clean, handsome, 
and heroic life amid the beggarly elements of our 
l ities and villages ; whoso shall teach me how to eat 
my meat and take my repose, and deal with men, 
without any shame following, will restore the life! of 
I'l.nn to splendour, and make his own name dear to all 
id.story. 




FARMING. 


The glory of the fanner is that, in the division of 
labours, it is his part to create. All trade rests at last 
on his primitive activity. ‘Ho stands close to Nature; 
ho obtains from the earth the bread and the meat. 
The food vhioh was not, he causes to bo. The first 
farmer was the first man, and all historic nobility 
rests on possession and use of land. Men do not like 
hard work, but every man has an exceptional respect 
for tillage, and a feeling that this is the original 
calling of Ids race, that he himself is only excused 
from it by some circumstance which made him dele¬ 
gate it for a time to other hands. If he have not 
some skill which recommends him to the farmer, 
some product for Avhich the farmer will give him 
com, ho must himself return into his due place 
among the planters. And the profession has in all 
eyes its ancient charm, as standing nearest to God, 
the first cause. 

Then the beauty of Nature, the tranquillity and 
innocence of the countryman, his independonc#, and 
his pleasing arts,—the care of beeS, of poultry, of 
sheep, of cows, the dairy, the care* of hay, of fruits. 
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of orchards and forests, and the reaction of these on 
the workman, in giving him a strength and plain 
dignity, like the face and manners of Nature, all men 
acknowledge. All‘men keep tlie farm in reserve as 
an asylum where, in case of mischance, to hide theii- 
poverty,—or a solitude, if they do not succeed in 
society. And who knows how many glances of re¬ 
morse are turned this way from the bankrupts of 
trade, from mortified pleaders in courts and senates, or 
from the victims of idleness and pleasure 1 Poisoned 
by 'town life and town vices, the sufferer resolves: 
“Well, my children, whom I have injured, shall go 
back to the land, to be reefuited and cured by that 
which should have been my nursery, and now shall 
be their hospital” 

■The farmer’s office is precise and important, but 
you must not try to paint him in rose-colour; you 
cannot make pretty compliments to fate and gravita¬ 
tion, whose minister he is. He represents the neces¬ 
sities. It is the beauty of the great economy of the 
world that makes his comeliness. He bends to the 
order of the seasons, the weather, the soils and crops, 
as the sails of a ship bend to the wind. Ho repre¬ 
sents continuous hard labour, year in, year out, and 
small gains. He is a slow person, timed to Nature, 
and not to city watches. He takes the pace of 
seasons, plants, and chemistry. Nature never hurries : 
’ atom by atom, little by httle, she achieves her work. 
The 'lesson one learns in fishing, yachting, hunting, or 
planting, is the manners of Nature; patience with the 
delays of wind knd sun, delays of the seasons, had 
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weather, excess or lack of -water,—patience -with the 
slo-wness of our feet, with the parsimony of our 
strength, with the largeness of sea and land we mu«t 
traverse, etc. The farmer times "himself, to Nature, 
and acquires that livelong patience which belongs to 
lier. Slow, narrow man, his rule is, that the earth 
shall feed and clothe him; and he must wait for his 
crop to grow. His entertainments, his liberties, and 
lus spending must ''be on a farmer’s scale, and not on 
a merchant’s. It were as false for farmers to use a 
wholesale and massy expense, as for States to uSe a 
minute economy. But if t;hus pinched on one side, 
he has compensatory advantages. He is permanent, 
clings to his land as the rocks do. In the town where 
1 live, farms remain in the same families for seven 
and eight generations; and most of the first settlers 
(in 1636), should they reappear on the farms to-day, 
woulrl find their own blood and names still in posses¬ 
sion. And the like fact holds in the surrounding 
towns. 

This hard work will always be done by one kind 
of man ; not by scheming speculators, nor by soldiers, 
nor professors, nor readers of Tennyson; but by men 
of endurance,—deep-chested, long-winded, tough, slow 
and sure, and timely. The farmer has a great health, 
and the appetite of health, and means to his end: he 
has broad lands for his home, wood jto bum grfeat 
fires, plenty of plain food; his milk, at least, is un¬ 
watered; and for sleep, he has cheaper and better 
and more of it than citizens. 

He has grave trusts confided to Kim. In the great 
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household of Nature, the farmer stands at the door of 
the bread-room, and weighs to each his loaf. It is 
fdr him to say whether men shall many or not. 
Eatly marriages and the number of births are indis¬ 
solubly connected with abundance of food; or, as 
Burke said, “Man breeds at the mouth.” Then he is 
the Board of Quarantine. The fanner is a hoarded 
capital of health, as the farm is the capital of wealth; 
and it is from him that the health’' and power, moral 
and intellectual, of the cities came. The city is always 
reci*uitod from the country. The men in cities who 
are the centres of energj', the driving-wheels of trade, 
politics, or practical arts, an'd the women of beauty 
and genius, are the children or grandchildren of 
farmers, and are spending the energies which their 
fathers’ hardy, silent life accumulated in frosty fur¬ 
rows, in poverty, necessity, and darkness. 

He is the continuous benefactor. He who digs a 
well, constructs a stone fountain, plants a grove of 
trees by the roadside, plants an orchard, builds a 
durable house, reclaims a swamp, or so much as puts 
a stone seat by the wayside, makes the land so far 
lovely and desirable, makes a fortune which he cannot 
carry away with him, but which is useful to his country 
long afterwards. The man that works at home helps 
society^at large with somewhat more of certainty than 
he‘who devotes himself to charities. If it be true 
that, not by notes of political parties, but by the 
etem&l laws of political economy, slaves are driven 
out of a slave SUte as fast as it is surrounded by free 
States, then the true abolitionist is the farmer, who. 
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heedless of laws and constitutions, stands all day in 
the field, investing his labour in the land, and making 
a product with which no forced labour can competes 

Wo commonly say that the rich man can spaak 
the truth, can afford honesty, can afford independence 
of opinion and action;—and that is the theory of 
nobility. But it is the rich man in a true sense, that 
is to say, not the man of largo income and large 
expenditure, but sblely the man whose outlay is less 
than his income and is steadily kept so.. 

In English factories, the boy that watches •the 
loom, to tie the thread when the wheel stops to indi¬ 
cate that a thread is broken, is called a minder. And 
in this great factory of our Copernican globe, shifting 
its slides; rotating its constellations, times, and tides; 
bringing now the day of planting, then of watering, 
then of weeding, then of reaping, then of curing and 
storing,—the farmer is the minder. His machine is 
of cplossal proportions,—the diameter of the water¬ 
wheel, the arms of the levers, the power of the battery, 
are out of all mechanic measure;—and it takes him 
long to understand its pttrts and its working. This 
pump never “ sucks ”; these screws arc never loose; 
this machine is never out of gear; the vat and piston, 
wheels and tires, never wear out, but are self¬ 
repairing. 

Who are the farmer’s servants ? * Not the Irish, 
nor the coolies, but Geology and fchemistry, the 
quarry of the air, the water of the brook, the.light- 
ning of the cloud, the castings of the worm, the 
plough of the frost. Long before he was born, the 
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sun of ages decomposed the rocks, mellowed his land, 
soaked it with light and heat, covered it with vege¬ 
table film, then with forests, and accumulated the 
sphagnum whose decays made the peat of his meadow. 

Science has shown the great circles in which 
Nature works; the manner in which marine plants 
balance the marine animals, as the land plants supply 
the oxygen which the animals consume, and the ani¬ 
mals the carbon which the plants absorb. These 
activities are incessant. Nature works on a method 
of cAl for each and eadi for all. The strain that is 
made on one point bears on every arch and founda 
tion of the structure. Therd is a perfect solidarity. 
You cannot detach an atom from its holdings, or stri]) 
oflf from it the electricity, gravitation, chemic affinity, 
or the relation to light and heat, and leave the atom 
bare. No, it brings with it its universal ties. 

Nature, like a cautious testator, ties up her estate 
so as not to bestow it all oji one generation, but 
has a forelooking tenderness and equal regard to 
the next and the next, and the fourth, and the 
fortieth age. 

There lie the inexhaustible magazines. The eternal 
rocks, as we call them, have held their oxygen or lime 
undiminished, entire, as it was. No particle of oxygen 
can rust or wear, but has the same energy as on the 
first morning. The good rocks, those patient waiters, 
say to him: “We have the sacred power as we re¬ 
ceived it. We have not failed of our trust, and now 
—when in our immense day the hour is at last struck 
—take the gas we have hoarded; mingle it with 
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Avater; and let it be free to grow in plants and 
animals, and obey the thought of man.” 

The earth works for him; the earth is a machftie 
which yields almost gratuitous service tg every appli¬ 
cation of intellect. Every plant is a manufacturer 
of soil. In the stomach of the plant development 
begins. The tree can draw on the whole air, the 
whole earth, on all the rolling main. The plant is 
•all suction-pipe,—imbibing from the ground by its 
root, from the air by its leaves, with all its flight. 

The air works for him. The atmosphere,, a Sharp 
solvent, drinks tlie esseifce and sjurit of every solid 
on the globe,—a menstruum which melts the moun- / 
tains into it. Air is matter subdued by heat. A.s 
the sea is the grand receptacle of all rivers, so the air 
is the receptacle from which all things spring,-and 
into Avhich they all return. The invisible and creep- '• 
iug air takes form and solid mass. Our senses are 
sceptics, and beh'eve only the impression of the 
moment, and do not believe the chemical fact that 
these huge mountain-chains are made up of gases and 
rolling wind. Bnt Nature is as subtle as she is strong. 
She turns her capital day by day; deals never with 
dead, but ever with quick subjects. All things are 
flowing, even those that seem immovable. The 
adamant is always passing into snioke. The plants 
imbibe the materials which they wjnt from the air 
and the ground. They burn, that is, exhale and 
decompose, their own bodies into the air arAi earth 
again. The animal burns, or Undergoes the like 
perpetual consumption. The 'earth bums,—the 
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mountains burn and decompose,—slower, but inces¬ 
santly. It is almost inevitable to push the generalisa¬ 
tion up into higher parts of Nature, rank over rank 
into*Bentient ))eings. Nations burn with internal fire 
of thought and affection, which wastes while it works. 
Wo shall find finer combustion and finer fuel. Intel¬ 
lect is a fire : rash and pitiless it melts this wonderful 
bone-house which is called man. Genius oven, as it 
is the greatest good, is the greatest Harm. Whilst all- 
thus bums,—the universe in a blaze kindled from the 
torch* of the sun,—it needs a perpetual tempering, a 
phlegm, a sleep, atmospheres of azote, deluges of 
water, to check the fury of tho conflagration; a 
hoarding to check the spending; a centripetenco 
equal to the centiifugcnco: and this is invariably 
supplied. 

Tho railroad dirt-cars are good excjivators; but 
there is no porter like Gravitation, who will bring 
down any weights which man cannot carry, and if he 
wants aid, knows where to find his fellow-labourers. 
Water works in masses, and sets its irresistible 
shoulder to your mills or your ships, or transports 
vast boulders of rock in its iceberg a thousand miles. 
But its far greater power depends on its talent of 
becoming 'little, and entering the smallest holes and 
pores. By this agency, carrying in solution elements 
needful to every^plant, the vegetable world exists. 

But as I said, we must not pmnt the farmer in rose- 
colour. « Whilst these grand energies have wrought 
for him, and made* his task possible, he is habitually 
engaged in small eednomies, and is taught the power 
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that lurks in petty things. Qroat is the force of a ^ 
few simple arrangements; for instance, the powers of 
a fence. On the prairie you wander a hundred miles, 
and hardly find a stick or a stone*. At rare intoi-vals, 
a thin oak opening has been spared, and every such 
section has been long occupied. But the farmer 
manages to procure wood from far, puts up a rail 
fence, and at once the seeds sprout and the oaks rise. 
It was only browsfing and fire which had kept them 
down. Plant fniit-trees by the roadside, and their 
fruit will never bo allowed to ripen. Draw alpine 
fence about them, and fo» fifty years they mature for 
the owner their delicate fruit There is a great deal of 
enchantment in a chestnut rail or picketed pine boards. 

Nature suggests every economical expedient some¬ 
where on a great scale. Set out a pine-tree, and it 
dies in the first year, or iTws a poor spindle. But 
Nature drops a pine-cone in Mariposa, and it lives 
fifteen centuries, grows three or four hundred feet 
high, and thirty in diameter,—grows in a grove of 
giants, like a colonnade of Thcbea Ask the tree how 
it was done. It did ndt grow on a lidge, but in a 
basin, where it found deep soil, cold enough and diy 
enough? for the pine ; defended itself from the sun by 
growing in groves, and from the wind by the walls of 
the mountain. The roots that shot deepest, and the 
stems of happiest exposure, drew ‘die nourishfnent 
from the rest, until the less thrifty perished and 
manured the' soil for the stronger, and the mammoth 
Sequoias rose to their enormous ^proportions. The 
traveller who saw them remembered his orchard at 
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home, where every year, in the destroying wind, his 
forlorn trees pined like suffering virtue. In Septem¬ 
ber, when the pears hang heavie-st, and are taking from 
the «un their gay cdlours, comes usually a gusty day 
which shakos the whole garden, and throws down the 
heaviest fniit in bruised heaps. The planter took the 
hint of the Sequoias, built a high wall, or—better— 
surrounded the orchard with a nursery of birches and 
evergreens. Thus ho had the niwuntain basin in. 
miniature ; and his pears grew to the size of melons, 
and the vines beneath them ran an eighth of a mile. 
But this shelter creates a mew climate. The wall 
that keeps off the strong wind’keeps off the cold wind. 
The high wall reflecting the heat back oii the soil 
gives that acre a quadruple share of sun.shine, 

“ Enclosinj' in tlie garden square 
A dead and standing pool of air,” 

and makes a little Cuba within it, whilst all without, 
is Labrador. 

The chemist comes to his aid every year by follow¬ 
ing out some new hint drawn from Nature, and now 
affirms that this dreary sp.ac6 occupied by the farmer 
is needless: he will concentrate his kitchen-garden 
into a box of one or two rods square, will take the 
roots into his laboratory; the vines and stalks and 
stems may go sprawling about in the fields outside, 
he w*!!! attend to^ the roots in his tub, gorge them with 
food that is gooa for them. The smaller his garden, 
the betf-«r he can feed it, and the larger fhe crop. As 
he nursed his Thanksgiving turkeys on bread and 
milk, so he will pamper his peaches and grapes on the 
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viamls they like best If they have an appetite for 
potash, or salt, or iron, or ground bones, or even now 
and then for a dead hog, he will indulge them. They 
keep the secret well, and never tell on your table 
whence they drew their sunset complexion or their 
delicate flavours. 

See what the farmer accomplishes by a cartload of 
tiles: he alters the climate by letting off water which 
Jtept the land cold through constant evaporation, and 
allows the warm rain to bring down into the roots the 
tcmperatm'e of the air and of the surface-soil; and he 
deepens the soil, since the discharge of this standing 
water allows the roots ot his plants to penetrate below 
the surface to the subsoil, and accelerates the ripen¬ 
ing of the crop. The town of Concord is one of the 
oldest tovras in this country, far on now in its Jhird 
century. The selectmen have once in every five years 
perambulated the boundaries, and yet, in this very 
year, a large quantity of land has been discovered and 
added to the town without a murmur of complaint 
from any quarter. By drainage we went down to a 
subsoil wo did not knotv, and have foimd there is a 
Concord under old Concord, which we are now getting 
the best crops from) a Middlesex under Middlesex; 
and, in fine, that Massachusetts has a basement story 
more valuable, and that promises to pay a bettor 
rent, than all the superstructure. But these* tiles 
have acquired by association a new interest. Those 
tiles arc political economists, confuters of Jdalthus 
and Eicardo; they are so many* Young Americans 
announcing a better era,—more* bread They di-ain 
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the land, make it sweet and friable; have made 
English Chat Moss a garden, and will now do as 
much for the Dismal Swamp. But beyond this bene¬ 
fit, .they are the tekt of bettor opinions and better 
auguries for mankind. 

There has been a nightmare bred in England of 
indigestion and spleen among landlords and loomlords, 
namely, the dogma that men breed too fast for the, 
powers of the soil; that men multiply in a geometrical 
ratio, whilst com only in an arithmetical; and hence 
that/' the more prosperous wo are, the faster we ap¬ 
proach those frightful limits.: nay, the plight of every 
new generation is worse than of the foregoing, because 
the first comers take up the best lands; the, next, the 
second best; and each succeeding wave of population 
is dfiven to poorer, so that the land is ever yielding 
less returns to enlarging hosts of caters. Henry 
Carey of Philadelphia replied : “ Not so, Mr. Malthus, 
but just tho opposite of so is the fact.” 

The first planter, the savage, without helpers, 
without tools, looking chiefly to safety from his 
enemy,—man or beast,—takes poor land. The better 
lands are loaded with timber, which he cannot clear; 
they need drainage, which he cannot attempt. He 
cannot plough, or fell trees, or drain the rich swamp. 
He is a poor creature; he scratches with a sharp 
stick, lives in a cave or a hutch, has no road but tho 
trail of the molso or bear; ho lives on their flesh 
when he can kill one, on roots and fruits when he 
cannot He falls,j.and is lame; he coughs, he has a 
stitch in his side, he has a fever and chills; when ho 
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is hungry, he cannot always kill and eat a bearj— 
qhanccs of war,—sometimes the hear eats him. ’Tis 
long before he digs or plants at all, and then onl^ a 
patch. Later he learns that hi« planting is better 
than hunting; that the e.arth works fitstcr for him 
than he can work for himself,—works for him when 
he is asleep, when it rains, when heat overcomes him. 
The sunstroke which knocks him down brings his 
corn up. As hii family thrive, and other planters 
come up around him, he begins to fell trees, and clear 
good land; and when, by and by, theib is more .skill, 
and tools and road.9, the now generations are strong 
enough to open tho lowlands, where the wash of 
mountains has accumulated the best soil, which yield 
a hundEeSfold the former crops. The last hinds are 
the best lands. It needs science and great numbers 
to cultivate the best land.s, and in the best manner. 
Thus true political economy is not mean, but liberal, 
and on the pattern of the sun and sky. Population 
increases in the ratio of morality : credit exists in the 
ratio of morality. 

Meantime we cannot.enumerate tho incidents and 
agents of tho farm without reverting to their influence 
on the farmer. He carries out this cumulative pre¬ 
paration of means to their last effect This crust of 
soil which ages have refined he refines again for the 
feeding of a civil and instructed people, ^e great 
elements with which he deals canni/t leave him un¬ 
affected, or unconscious of his ministry; but their 
influence somewhat resembles that which the same 
Nature has on the child,—of suljduing and silencing 
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him. We see the farmer with pleasure and respect, 
when we think what powers and utilities are so 
naeekly worn. Ho knows every secret of labour; he 
changes the face of -the landscape. Put him on a new 
planet, and'he would know where to begin; yet 
there is no arrogance in his bearing, but a perfect 
gentleness. The farmer stands well on the world. 
Plain in manners as in dress, he would not shine in 
palaces; he is absolutely unknown and inadmissible 
therein; living or dying, he never shall be heard of 
in them; yef the drawing-room heroes put down 
beside him Would shrivel ^n his presence,—he solid 
and unexpressive, they expressed to gold-leaf. But 
he stands well on the world,—as Adam did, as an 
Indian does, as Homer’s heroes, Agamemnon or 
Achilles, do. He is a person whom a poet of any 
clime—Milton, Firdusi, or Cervantes—would appre¬ 
ciate as being really a piece of the old Nature, com¬ 
parable to sun and moon, rainbow and flood ; because 
he is, as all natural persons are, representative of 
Nature as much as these. 

Tliat uncorrupted behaviour which we admire in 
animals and in young children belongs to him, to the 
hunter, the sailor,—the man who lives in the presence 
of Nature. Cities force growth, and make men 
talkative and entertaining, but they make them 
artificial. What 'possesses interest for us is the natvrel 
of each, his coniiitutional excellence. This is for over 
a surprise, engaging and lovely; we cannot be satiated 
with knowing it, ajpd about it; and it is this which the 
conversation with Nature cherishes and guards. 
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0*UR nineteenth century is the age of tools. They 
grow out of our structure. “Man is the meter otall 
things,” said Aristotle; “ l^Jio hand is the instrument 
of instniments, and the mind is the form of forms.” 
The human body is the maga/.inc of inventions, the 
patent-office, where are the models from which every 
hint was takeu All the tools and engines on earth 
are only extensions of its limbs and senses. One 
definition of m.an is “ an intelligence served by organs.” 
Machines can only second, not supply, his unaided 
senses. The body is a meter. The eye appreciates 
finer difierences than art can expose. The apprentice 
clings to his foot-rule, a practised mechanic will 
measure by his thumb and his arm with equal pre¬ 
cision; and a good surveyor will pace sixteen rods 
more accurately than another man can measure them 
by tape. The sympathy of eye and hand by which 
an Indian or a practised slinger hits his markVith a 
stone, or a wood-chopper or a carpenter swings Ids 
axe to a hair-line on his log, are examples; and ^here 
is no sense or organ which is not cajjable of exquisite 
performance. 

VOL. V. 2 0 
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Men love to wonder, and that is the seed of our 
science ] and such is the mechanical determination pf 
ojM* age, and so recent are our best contrivances, that 
use has not dulled* our joy and pride in them; and 
we pity our fathers for dying before steam and 
galvanism, sulphuric ether and ocean telegraphs, 
photograph and spectroscope arrived, as cheated out 
of half their human estate. These arts open great 
gates of a future, promising to malro the world plastic 
and to lift human life out of its beggary to a godlike 
ease and power. 

Our century, to be sure, had inherited a tolerable 
apparatus. We had the compass, the printing-press, 
watches, the spiral spring, the barometer, the tele¬ 
scope. Yet so many inventions have been added, 
that life seems almost made over new; and as Leibnitz 
said of Newton, “ that if he reckoned all that had been 
done by mathematicians from the beginning of the 
world down to Newton, and what had been done by 
him, his would be the better half,” so one might say 
the inventions of the last fifty years counterpoise 
those of the fifty centurias before them. For the 
vast production and manifold application of iron is 
new; and our common and indispensable utensils of 
house and farm are new; the sewing-machine, the 
power-loom, the M'Cormick reaper, the mowing- 
machihes, gas-l^ht, lucifer matches, and the immense 
productions oftthe laboratory, are new in this century, 
and pne franc’s worth of coal does the work of a 
labourer for twenty daya 

Why need I speak of steam, the enemy of space and 
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time, with its enormous strength and delicate applica¬ 
bility, which is made in hospitals to bring a bowl of gruel 
to a sick man’s bed, and can twist beams of iron lil^ 
candy-braids, and vies with the forces which upheaved 
and doubled over the geologic strata? Steam is an 
apt scholar and a strong-shouldered fellow, but it has 
not yet done all its work. It already walks about the 
field like a man, and will do anything required of it. 
It irrigates crops, and drags away a mountain. It 
must sew our shirts, it must drive our gigs; taught 
by Mr. Babbage, it must calculate interest and loga¬ 
rithms. Lord Chancellor ^hurlow thought it might 
be made to draw bills and answers in Chancery. If 
that were satire, it is yet coming to render many 
liighcr services of a mcchanico-intellectual kind, and 
will leave the satire short of the fact. 

How excellent are the mechanical aids wo have 
applied to the human body, as in dentistry, in vacci¬ 
nation, in the rhinoplastic treatment; in the beautiful 
aid of ether, like a finer sleep; and in the boldest 
promiser of all,—the transfusion of the blood,—which, 
in Paris, it was claimed, enables a man to change his 
blood as often as his Unen 1 

What of this dapper caoutchouc and gutta-percha, 
which make water-pipes and stomach-pumps, belting 
for mill-wheels, and diving bells, and rain-proof coats 
for all climates, which teach us to defy the w6t, and 
put every man on a footing with the Weaver and the 
crocodile ? What of the grand tools with which we 
engineer, like kobolds and enchanters,—tunnelling 
Alps, canalhng the American Isthpaus, piercing the 
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Aralnan desert 1 In Massaehusetts we fight the sea 
successfully with beach-grass and broom,—and tjie 
Ijlowing sand-barrens with pine plantations. The soil 
of Jlolland, once thD most populous in Europe, is below 
the level of the sea. Egypt, where no rain fell for 
three thousand years, now, it is said, thanks Mehemet 
Ali’s irrigations and planted forests for late-returning 
showers. The old Hebrew King said: “ He makes the 
wrath of man to praise him.” And there is no argu¬ 
ment of theism better than the grandeur of ends 
brought about by paltry moans. The chain of 
western railroads from tjhicago to the Pacific has 
planted cities and civilisation in less time than it costs 
to bring an orchard into bearing. 

What shall we say of the ocean telegsaph, that 
extension of the eye and ear, whose sudden perform¬ 
ance astonished mankind as if the intellect were taking 
the brute earth itself into training, and shooting the 
first thrills of life and thought through the unwilling 
brain ? 

jThere docs not seem any limit to these new infor¬ 
mations of the same Spirit Hiat made the elements at 
first, and now, through man, works them Art and 
power will go on as they have done,—will niake day 
out of night, time out of space, and space out of time. 

Invention breeds invention. No sooner is the 
electi-it telegraph devised, than gutta-percha, the very 
material it requires, is found. The aeronaut is pro¬ 
vided with gun-cotton, the very fuel he wants for his 
balloon. Whei^ commerce is vastly enlarged, Cali¬ 
fornia and Australia expose the gold it needs. When 
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Europe is over-populated, America and Australia crave 
ter bo peopled; and so, throughout, every chance is 
timed, as if Nature, who made the lock, knew whefe 
to find the key. 

Another result of our arts is the now intercourse 
which is surprising us with new solutions of the 
embarrassing political problems. The intercourse is 
not new, but the scale is new. Our selfishness would 
have held slaves, *or would have c.xcludod from a 
quarter of the planet all that are not born on tlie soil 
of tliat quarter. Our politics arc disgusting; “but 
w'hat can they help or hinder when from time to time 
the primal instincts are ilnpressed on masses of man¬ 
kind, whtai the nations are in exodus and flux? 
Nature Toves to cross her stocks,—and Gorman, 
Chinese, Turk, lius.s, and Kanaka were putting out 
to sea, and intermanying race with race; and com¬ 
merce took the hint, and ships were built capacious 
enough to carry the people of a county. 

This thousand-handed art has introduced a new 
element into the State. The science of power is forced 
to remember the powe^ of science. Civilisation 
mounts and climbs. Mai thus, when he stated that 
the mouths went on multiplying geometrically, and 
the food only arithmetically, forgot to say that the 
human mind was also a factor in political economy, 
and that the augmenting wants of society would *be 
met by an augmenting power of invenfton. 

Yes, we have a pretty artillery of tools now in our 
social arrangements: we ride four "times as fast as 
our fathers did; travel, grind, weav%, forge, plant, till. 
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and excavate better. Wo have new shoes, gloves, 
glasses, and gimlets; we have the calculus; we have 
the newspaper, which does its best to make every 
sqhare acre, of land and sea give an account of itself 
at your breakfast-table; we have money, and paper 
money; we have language,—the finest tool of all, and 
nearest to the mind. Much wiU have more. Man 
flatters himself that his command over Nature must 
increase. Things begin to obey him. We are to have 
the balloon yet, and the next war will be fought in the 
air." We may yet find a rose-water that will wash the 
negro white. He sees the skull of the English race 
changing from its Saxon type under the exigencies of 
American life. 

Tantalus, who in old times was seen vainly trying 
to quench his thirst with a flowing stream, which ebbed 
whenever he approached it, has been seen again lately. 
He is in Paris, in New York, in Boston. He is now 
in great spirits; thinks he shall reach it yet; thinks 
he shall bottle the wav& It is, however, getting a 
little doubtful. Things have an ugly look still. No 
matter how many centuries' of culture have preceded, 
the new man always finds himself standing on the 
brink of chaos, always in a crisis. Can anybody re¬ 
member when the times were not hard, and money not 
scarce ? Can anybody remember when sensible men, 
ani the right sort of men, and the right sort of women, 
were plentiful i Tantalus begins to think steam a 
delusion, and galvanism no better than it should be. 

Many facts concur to show that we must look deeper 
for o\ir salvation than to steam, photographs, balloons. 



VII.] WOBKS AHD DAYS. 391 

or astronomy. These tools have some questionable pro¬ 
perties. They are reagents. Machinery is aggressiva 
The weaver becomes a web, the machinist a machina 
If you do not use the tools, they use you. All tools 
are in one sense edge-tools, and dangerous. A man 
builds a fine house; and now he has a master, and a 
task for life: he- is to fiumish, watch, show it, and 
keep it in repair, the rest of his daya A man has a 
reputation, and is‘no longer free, but must respect 
that. A man makes a picture or a J)ook, and, if 
it succeeds, ’tis often the worse for him. I saw a 
brave man the other day, hitherto as free as the 
hawk or the fox of the *wildemess, constructing liis 
cabinet of, drawers for shells, eggs, minerals, and 
mounted "birda It was easy to see that he was 
amusing himself with making 'pretty links for his 
own limbs. 

Then the political economist thinks “ ’tis doubtful 
if all the mechanical inventions that ever existed 
have lightened the day’s toil of one human being.” 
The machine unmakes the man. Now that the 
machine is so perfect, the Engineer is nobody. Every 
new step in improving the engine restricts one more 
act of the engineer,—unteaches him. Once it took 
Archimedes; now it only needs a fireman, and a boy 
to know the coppers, to pull up the handles or mind 
the water-tank. But when the engme breaks, tHey 
can do nothing. 

What sickening details in the daily joumale! I 
believe they have ceased to publish the “Newgate 
Calendar ” and the “ Pirate’s OwrP Book ” since the 
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family newspapers, namely, the New York Tribune 
and the Loudon Times, have quite superseded them 
is the freshness, as well as the horror, of their 
reeoids of crime. Politics were never more corrupt 
and bitital; and Trade, that pride and darling of our 
ocean, that educator of nations, that benefactor in 
spite of itself, ends in shameful defaulting, bubble, 
and bankruptcy, all over the world. 

Of course, wo resort to the enumeration of hjs 
arts and inventions as a measure of the worth of 
man. But if, with all his aits, he is a felon, wo 
cannot assume the mechanical skill or chemical re¬ 
sources as the measure of worth. Let us try another 
gauge. 

What have those arts done for the character, for 
the,, worth of mankind? Are men better? Tis 
sometimes questioned whether morals have not de¬ 
clined as the arts have ascended. Hero are great 
arts and little men. Hero is greatness begotten 
of paltriness. We cannot trace the triumphs of 
civilisation to such benefactors as we wish. The 
greatest meliorator of the world is selfish, huckster¬ 
ing Trade. Every victory over matter ought to 
recommend to man the worth of his natuce. But 
now one wonders who did all this good. Look up 
the inventors. Each has his own knack; his genius 
is hi veins and* spots. But the great, equal, sym¬ 
metrical brain, Ved from a great heart, you shall not 
find. toEveiy one has more to hide than he has to 
show, or is lamed by liis excellenca Tis too plain 
that with the matorial power the moral progress has 
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not kept pace. It appears that wo have not made a 
jtidicious investment. Works and days were offered 
us, and we took works. 

The new study of the Sanskrit has sliown us *6110 
origin of the old names of God,—Dyaus, Dous, Zeus, 
Zeu pater, Jupiter,—names of the sun, still recognis¬ 
able through the modifications of our vernacular 
words, importing that the Bay is the Divine Power 
and Manifestation^ and indicating that those ancient 
men, in their attempts to express .the Supreme 
Power of the universe, called him the Day, and 'that 
this name was accepted hy all the tiibos. 

Hesiod wrote a poetn which he called “Works 
and Daysi,” in which ho marked the changes of the 
Greek yfear, instructing the husbandman at the rising 
of what constellation ho might safely sow, when to 
reap, when to gather wood, when the sailor might 
launch his boat in security from storms, and what 
admonitions of the planets ho must heed. It is full 
of economies for Grecian life, noting the jiroper age 
for marriage, the rules of household thrift and of 
hospitality. The poem'is full of piety as well as 
prudence, and is adapted to all meridians, by adding 
the ethics of works and of days. But ho has not 
pushed his study of days into such inquiry and 
analysis as they invite. 

A farmer said “ho should like to have all'the 
land that joined his own. ’’ BonaparlJs, who had the 
same appetite, endeavoured to make the Mediter¬ 
ranean a French lake. Czar AloKander was more 
expansive, and wished to call th^ Pacific my ocem; 
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and tihe Americans were obliged to resist his attempts 
to make it a close sea. But if he had the earth for 
hk pasture, and the sea for his pond, he would be a 
pauper still _ He only is rich who owns the day. 
There is no king, rich man, fairy, or demon, who 
possesses such power as that. The days are ever 
divine as to the first Aryans. They are of the least 
pretension, and of the greatest capacity, of anything 
that exists. They come and go‘'like mufScd and 
veiled figures, sent from a distant friendly party; 
but "they say nothing; and if we do not use the 
gifts they bring, they carry*them as silently away. 

How the day fits itself W the mind, winds itself 
round it like a fine drapery, clotliing all its fancies! 
Any holiday communicates to us its coloiir. We 
wear its cockade and favours in our humour. Ee- 
momber what boys think in the morning of “ Election 
day,” of the Fourth of July, of Thanksgiving or 
Christmas. The very stars in their courses wink to 
them of nuts and cakes, bonbons, presents, and fire¬ 
works. Cannot memory still descry the old school- 
house and its porch, somewhEt hacked by jack-knives, 
where you spun tops and snapped marbles; and do 
you not recall that life was then calendared by 
moments, threw itself into nervous knots or glittering 
hours, even as now, and not spread itself abroad an 
equable felicity 1 In college terms, and in years that 
followed, the ydung graduate, when the Commence¬ 
ment anniversary returned, though he were in a 
swamp, woidd ses a festive light, and find the air 
faintly echoing with plausive academic thunders. In 
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solitude and in the country, what dignity distinguishes 
the holy time! The old Sabbath, or Seventh Day, 
white with the religions of unknown thousands‘of 
years, when this hallowed hour dawns oijt of the d*eep, 
a clean page, which the wise may inscribe with truth, 
whilst the savage scrawls it with fetishes,—the cathe¬ 
dral music of history breathes through it a psalm to 
our solitude. 

• So, in the common experience of the scholar, the 
weathers fit his moods. A thousand tunes the vari¬ 
able wind plays, a thousand spectacles it brings* and 
each is the frame or dwelling of a new spirit. I used 
foiTOerly to choose my time with some nicety for each 
favourite, book. One author is good for winter, and 
one for the dog-days. The scholar must look long for 
the right hour for Plato’s Timeeus. At last the elect 
morning arrives, the early dawn,—a few lights con¬ 
spicuous in the heaven, as of a world just created and 
still becoming,—and in its wide leisures we dare 
open that book. 

There are days when the great are near us, when 
there is no frown on tieir brow, no condescension 
oven; when they take us by the hand, and we share 
their thought. There are days which are the carnival 
of the year. The angels assume flesh, and repeatedly 
become visible. The imagination^of the,gods is 
excited, and rushes on every side into forma Yester¬ 
day not a bird peeped ; the world wai barren, peaked, 
and pining; to-day 'tis inconceivably populous crelir 
tion swarms and meliorates. 

The days are made on a loom wnereof the warp and 
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woof are past and future time. They are majestically 
dressed, as if every god hrouglit a tliread to the skyey 
web. ’Tis pitiful the things by which wo are rich or 
pooY,—a matter of coins, coats, and carpets, a little 
more or less stone, or wood, or paint, the fashion of a 
cloak or hat; like the luck of nakeil Indians, of whom 
one is proud in the possession of a glass bead or a rod 
fcathci’, and the rest miserable in the want of it. 
But the treasures which Nature spent itself to amass,—r 
the secular, refined, composite anatomy of man,—which 
all strata go to form, which the prior races, from 
infusory and saurian, existed to ripen ; the surround¬ 
ing plastic natures; the cai'th with its foods; the 
intellectual, tomperamenting air; the sea. with its 
invitations j the heaven deep with worlds; "and the 
answering brain and nervous structure replying to 
these; the eye that looketh into the deeps, which 
again look back to the eye,—abyss to abyss;—these, 
not like a glass bead, or the coins or carpets, are given, 
immeasmubly to all. 

This miracle is hurled into every beggar’s hands. 
The blue sky is a covering for a market, and for the 
cherubim and seraphim. The sky is the varnish or 
glory -with which the Artist has washed the whole 
work,—the verge or confines of matter and spirit 
Nature could no farther go. Could our liappiest 
dreain come to pass in solid fact,—could a power open 
our eyes. to behold “ millions of spiritual creatures 
walk the earth,”—I believe I should find that mid¬ 
plain on wliich they moved floored beneath and arched 
above witli the sam'e web of blue depth which weaves 
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itself oyer me now, a.s 1 trudge the streets on my 
affairs. 

’Tis singular that our rich English language shoiy<l 
have no word to denote the face df the world. Kwde 
was the old English term, which, however, filled only 
half the range of our fine Latin word, with its delicate 
future tense,— natura, aboiU to be born, or Vluit German 
philosophy denotes as a beaming. But nothing ex- 
jiresses that power which seems to work for beauty 
alona The Greek Kosmos did; and therefore, with 
great propriety, Humboldt entitles his book, which 
recoimts the last results of science. Cosmos. 

Such are the days,—the earth is the cup, the sky 
is the cover, of the immense bounty of Nature which 
is offered us for our daily aliment; but what a force 
of illmUm begins life with us, and attends us to'the 
eml! We arc coaxed, tiattered, and duped, from 
morn to eve, from birth to death; and whore is the 
old eye that ever saw through the deception ? The 
Hindoos represent Maia, the illusory energy of Vishnu, 
•as one of his principal attributes. As if, in this 
gale of warring elements, which life i.s, it was 
necessary to bind souls to human life as mariners in a 
tempest lash themselves to the mast and bulwarks of 
a ship, and Nature employed certain illusions as her 
ties and straps,—a rattle, a doll, an apple, for a child; 
skates, a river, a boat, a horse, a gun>, for the'growing 
boy;—and I will not begin to name tff)se of the youth 
and adult., for they are numberless. Seldom and 
slowly the mask falls, and the pupil is permitted to 
see tliat all is one stuff, cooked (and painted under 
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many counterfeit appearances. Hume’s doctrine was 
that the circumstances vary, the amount of happiness 
does not; that the beggar cracking fleas in the sun¬ 
shine under a hedge and the duke rolling by in his 
chariot, the girl equipped for her first ball and the 
orator returning triumphant from the debate, had 
different means, but the same quantity of pleasant 
excitement. 

This element of illusion lends all its force to hide 
the values of present tima Who is he that does not 
always find lumself doing something less than his 
best task 1 “ What are you doing V’ “ Oh, nothing; 
I have been doing thirs, or I shall do so or so, but 
now I am only—” Ah! poor dupe, will you never 
slip out of the web of the master juggler,—never 
leam that, as soon as the irrecoverable years have 
woven their blue glory between to-day and us, these 
passing hours shall glitter and draw us, as the wildest 
romance and the homos of beauty and poetry 1 How 
diflScult to deal erect with them I The events they 
bring, their trade, entertainments, and gossip, their 
urgent work, all throw dust, in the eyes and distract 
attention. He is a strong man who can look them in 
the eye, see through tliis juggle, feel their identity, 
and keep his ownj who can know surely that one 
will be like another to the end of the world, nor per¬ 
mit love, or death, or politics, or money, war, or 
pleasure, to dra;v him from his task. 

Thq world is always equal to itself, and every man 
in moments of deeper thought is apprised that he is 
repeating the experiences of the people in the streets 
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of Thebes or Byzantium. An everlasting Now reigns 
ia Nature, which hangs the same roses on our bushes 
which charmed the Eoman and the Chaldsean in th^ir 
hanging gardena “To what eild, then,” he asks, 
“should I study languages, and traverse'countries, to 
learn so simple truths ? ” 

History of ancient art, excavated cities, recovery of 
books and inscriptions,—^yes, the works were beauti¬ 
ful, and the history worth knowing; and academies 
convene to settle the claims of the old schoola What 
journeys and measurements,—Niebuhr and Muller and 
Layard,—to identify the plain of Troy and Nimroud 
town! And your homage to Dante costs you so 
much sailing; and to ascertain the discoverers of 
America, needs as much voyaging as the discovery 
cost. Poor child! that flexile clay of which these' old 
brothers moulded their admirable symbols was not 
Persian, nor Memphian, nor Teutonic, nor local at all, 
but was common lime and silex and water, and sun- 
lighti the heat of tho blood, and the heaving of the 
lungs; it was that clay which thou boldest but now 
in thy foolish hands, an^ threwest away to go and 
seek in vain in sepulchres, mummy-pits, and old book¬ 
shops of Asia Minor, Egypt, and England. It was the 
deep to-day which all men scorn; the rich poverty, 
which men hate; the populous, all-loving solitude, 
which men quit for the tattle of towns. HR lurks, 
Ae hides,—As who is success, reality, |oy, and power. 
One of the illusions is that the present hour is not the 
critical, decisive hour. Write it oji your heart that 
every day is the best day in the year. No man has 
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learned anytliing rightly, until he knows that every 
day is Doomsday. ’Tis the old secret of the gods that 
they come in low disguises. ’Tis the vulgar great 
who come dizened ■\Hth gold and jewels. lieal kings 
hide away th'bir crowns in their wai’drohos, and affect 
a plain and poor exterior. In the Norse legend of 
our ancestors, Odin dwells in a fisher’s hut, and 
patches a boat In the Hindoo legends, Hari dwells 
a peasant among peasants. In the Greek legend, 
Apollo lodges with the shepherds of Admetus; and 
Jove liked to' rusticate among the poor Ethiopians. 
So, in our history, Jesus is bom in a bam, and his 
twelve peci-s are fishermen. . ’Tis the very principle 
of science that Nature shows herself best in leasts; 
’twaa the maxim of Aristotle and Lucretius, and, in 
modem times, of Swedenborg and of Hahnemann. 
The order of changes, in the egg deteraiines the age 
of fossil strata. So it was the jriile of our poets, in 
the legends of fairy lore, that the fairies largest in 
power were the least in size. ’ In the Christian graces, 
humility stands highest of all, in the form of the 
Madonna; and in life, this is the secret of the wisa 
We owe to genius always the same debt, of lifting 
the curtain from the common, and showing us that 
divinities are sitting disguised in the seeming gang of 
gipsies and pedlars. In daily life, what distinguishes 
the master is tho'using those materials he has, instead 
of looking about for what are more renowned, or what 
others have well. “A genoial,” said Bonaparte, 
always hift troops enough, if oplj knows how to 
employ those he has, and bivouacs with%iem.” Do 



WORKS AND DAYSi 


401 


VI I. J 

not refuse the employment which the hour biings 
you, for one more ambitious. The highest heaven of 
wisdom is alike near from every point, and thou mu|t 
find it, if at all, by methods nativd to thyself alonot 

That work is ever the more pleasant to the im¬ 
agination which is not now required. How wist¬ 
fully, when we have promised to attend' the working 
committee, we look at the distant hills and their 
seductions 1 

The use of history is to give value to the present 
hour and its duty. That is good which commends to 
me my country, my climatj), my means and materials, 
my associatea I knew a man in a certain religious 
exaltation, who “thought it an honour to wash his 
own face.” He seemed to mo more sane than those 
who hold themselves cheap. ' 

Zoologists may deny that horse-hairs in the water 
change to worms; out I find that whatever is old 
corrupts, and the past turns to snakes. The reverence 
for the deeds of our ancestors is a treacherous senti¬ 
ment Their merit was not to reverence the old, but 
to honour the present mvnent: and we falsely make 
them excuses of the very habit which they hated and 
defied. 

Another illusion is, that there is not time enough 
for our work. Yet we might reflect that though 
many creatures eat from one dish, eafch, according to 
its constitution, assimilates from the| elements what 
belongs to it, whether time, or space, or ligjit, or 
water, or food. A snake converts -yhatever prey the 
.meadow yields him into snake; a^ox, into fox; and 

VOL. V. 2 D 
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Peter and John are working up all existence into 
Peter and John. A i)oor Indian chief of the Six 
Nations of New York made a wiser reply than any 
philosopher, to soihe one complaining that he had 
not enough time. “Well,” said Ked Jacket, “I 
suppose you have all there is.” 

A third illu,siou haunts us, that a long duration, as 
a year, a decade, a century, is valuable. But an old 
French sentence say.s, “God works in moments,”— 
“En jmu (Vhmre I)im laheure.” We ask for long life, 
but ’tis deep life, or grand moments, that signify. 
Let the measure of time be spiritual, not mechanical. 
Life is unnecessarily long. , Moments of insight, of 
fine personal relation, a smile, a glance,—what ample 
borrowers of eternity they are! Life culminates and 
concentrates; and Homer said: “ The gods ever give 
to mortals their apportioned share of reason only on 
one day.” 

I am of the opinion of the poet Wordsworth, 
“ that there is no real happiness in this life, but in 
intellect and virtue.” I am of the opinion of Pliny, 
“ that, whilst we are musing on these things, we are 
adding to the length of omr lives.” I am of the 
opinion of Glauco, who said : “ The measure of life, 0 
Socrates, is, with the wise, the speaking and hearing 
such discourses as yours.” 

He duly can omich me who can recommend to me 
the space between sun and sun. Tis the measure of 
a man,—^his apprehension of a day. For we do not. 
listen with the Ijest regard to the verses of a man 
who is only a poet^ nor to his problems, if. ho is only 
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an algebraist; but if a man is at once acquainted 
with the geometric foundations of things and with 
their festal splendour, his poetry is exact and hjp 
arithmetic musical. And liim I’ reckon the m«st 
learned scholar, not who can unearth for mo the 
buried dynasties of Sesostris and Ptolemy, the Sothiac 
era, the Olympiads and consulships, biit who can 
unfold the theory of this particular Wednesday. 
Can he uncover tlm ligaments concealed from all but 
piety, which attach the dull men and things we know 
to the First Cause ? These passing fifteen minutes, 
men think, are time, nut eternity; are low and 
subaltern, are but hojie *tr memory, that is, the way 
to or the way from welfare, but not welfare. Can he 
show their tie 1 That interpreter shall guide us from 
a menial and eleemosynary existence into liches and 
stability. He dignifies the place where he is. This 
mendicant America, this curious, jiecring, itinerant, 
imitative America, studious of Greece and Rome, of 
England and Germany, will take ofl:‘ its dusty shoes, 
will take off its glazed traveller’s cap, and sit at home 
with repose and deep joy»on its face. The world has 
no such landscape, the aeons of history no such hour, 
the future no equal second opportunity. Now let 
poets sing! now let arts unfold! 

One more view remains. But life is good only 
when it is magical and musical, a poffect timing and 
consent, and when we do not anatomise it. You 
must treat the days respectfully, you must be g, day 
yourself, and not interrogate it like %college professor. 
The world is enigmatical,—everything said, and 
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everything known or done,—and must not be taken 
literally, but genially. We must be at the top of our 
cpndition to understand anything rightly. You must 
hear the bird’s son'g without attempting to render it 
into nouns and verbs. Cannot we be a little abstemi¬ 
ous and obedient ? Cannot we lot the morning be ? 

Everything in the universe goes by indirection. 
There are no straight hues. I remember well the 
foreign scholar who made a week of my youth happy 
by his visit. “The savages in the islands,” he said, 
“ delight to play with the surf, coming in on the top 
of the rollers, then swimming out again, and repeat 
the delicious manoeuvre for hours. Well, human life 
is made up of such transits. There can be no great¬ 
ness without abandonment. But here your very 
astronomy is an espionage. I dare not go out of 
doors and see the moon and stars but they seem to 
measure my tasks, to ask how many lines or pages are 
finished since I saw them last Not so, as I told you, 
was it in Belleisle. The days at Bellcisle were all 
different, and only joined by a perfect love of the 
same object. Just to fill the hour,—that is happiness. 
Fill my hour, ye gods, so that I shall not say, whilst 
I have done this, ‘ Behold, also, an hour of my life is 
gone,’—but rather, ‘ I have lived an hour.’ ” 

We do not want factitious men, who can do any 
literary*' or prohjssional feat, as, to write poems, or 
advocate a caufe, or carry a measure, for money; or 
turn , their ability indifferently in any particular 
direction by the ptrong effort of will No, what has 
been best done in the world,—the works of genius,— 
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cost nothing. There is no painful effort, but it is the 
sjfontaneous flowing of the thought. Shakspeare 
made his Hamlet as a bird weaveg its nest. PoeiMS 
have been written between sleeping ^d wakiflg, 
irresponsibly. Fancy defines herself: 

“ Forms that men spy 
With the half-shut eye 
In the heams of the setting sun, am I." 

T3io masters painted for joy, and know not that virtue 
had gone out of them. They could not ^aint the like 
in cold blood. The masters of English lyric wrote 
their songs so. It was tC fine efflorescence of fine 
powers; as was said of "the letters of the French¬ 
women, —. “ the charming accident of their more 
charming* existence.” Then the poet is never the 
poorer for his song. A song is no song unless the 
circumstance is free and lino. If the singer sing from 
a sense of duty or from seeing no way of escape, I 
had rather have none. Those only can sleep who do 
not care to sleep; and those only write or sjieak best 
who do not too much respect the writing or the 
speaking. 

The same rule holds in science. The savant is 
often an’amatour. His performance is a memoir to 
the Academy on fish-wonns, tadpoles, or spiders’ logs; 
he observes as other academicians observe; he is on 
stilts at a microscope, and—his memoir finished and 
read and printed—he retreats int(# liis routinary 
existence, which is quite separate from his scientific. 
But in Newton, science was as easy«aa breathing; he 
used the same wit to weigh the mdbn that he used to 
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buckle his shoes; and all his life was simple, wise, 
and majestic. 8o was it in Archimedes,—always self¬ 
same, like the sky. In Linniens, in Franklin, the like 
sweetness and equality,—no stilts, no tiptoe; and theii' 
results are wholesome and memorable to all men. 

In stripping time of its illusions, in seeking to find 
what is the heart of the day, we come to the (]uality 
of the moment, and drop the duration altogether. 
It is the depth at which we live, and not at all the 
surface extension, that imports. We pierce to the 
eternity, of wliich time is the flitting sniface; and, 
really, the least accclcratioli of thought, and the least 
increase of power of thought, make life to seem and 
to he of vast duration. Wo call it time ) but when 
that acceleration and that declining take*’eft'ect, it 
acquires another and a higher name. 

There are people who do not need much ex])eri- 
menting; who, after years of activity, say, we knew 
all this before; who love at first sight and hate at 
first sight: discern the afhnities and repulsions ; who 
do not care so much for conditions as others, for they 
are always in one conditioii, and enjoy themselves; 
who dictate to others, and are not dictated to; who 
in their consciousness of deserving success ccmstantly 
slight the ordinary means of attaining it; who have 
self-existence and self-help; who are suffei'cd to be 
themselves in society; who are great in the present; 
who have no tafents, or care not to have them,—being 
that which was before talent, and shall be after it, and 
of which talent sjems only a tool;—this is character, 
the highest name dt which philosophy has arrived. 
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’Tis not important how the hero does this or this, 
hilt what he is. What ho is will a])pear in every gesture 
and syllable. In this way the mojnent and the char¬ 
acter are one. 

’Tis a fine fable for the advantage of character over 
talent, the Greek legend of the stiffe of Jove and 
riinibus. Pluebus challenged the gods, anil said, 
“Who will oiitshoot the far-darting Apollo?” Zens 
said, “I will.” Mars shook the lots in his helmet, 
and that of Apollo leaped out first Apollo stretched 
his bow and shot his aiTow into the extreme Vest. 
Then Zeus arose, and wfth one stride cleared the 
whole distance, and said, “Whore shall I shoot? 
there is no space left.” So the bowman’s jirize was 
adjudged to him who drew no bow. 

And this is the progress of every eamest mind ; 
from the works of man and the activity of the hands 
to a delight in the faculties which rule them ; from a 
respect to the works to a wise wonder at this mystic 
element of time in which he is conditioned; from 
local skills and the economy which reckons' the 
amount of production hour to the finer economy 
which respects the quality of what is done, and the 
right wi3 have to the work, or the fidelity with which 
it (lows from oui’selves; then to the depth of thought 
it betrays, looking to its universality, or, that its roots 
are in eternity, not in time. Then il fiows from ?ha) - 
acter, that sublime health which vallies one moment 
as another, and makes us great in all conditions, and 
is the only definition we have of freedom and pou'cr. 
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IT IS easy to accuse books, and bad qpes are easily 
found; and the best are but records, and nof the 
things recorded; and ceriSiinly there is dilettanteism 
enough, and books thaf are merely neutral and do 
nothing for us. In Plato’s “ Gorgias,” Socrates says : 
“The shipmaster walks in a modest garb near the 
sea, after bringing his passengers from .iEgina or from 
Pontus, not thinking he has done anything extraor¬ 
dinary, and certainly knowing that his passengers are 
the same, and in no respect better than when he took 
them on board.” So is it with books, for the most 
part; they work no redemption in us. The book¬ 
seller might certainly kilow that his customers are in 
no respect better for the purchase and consumption of 
his wares. The volume is dear at a dollar, and, after 
reading to weariness the lettered baeks, we leave the 
shop with a sigh, and learn, as I did, withotit surprise, 
of a surly bank director, that in bank parlours they 
estimate all stocks of this kind as mllbish. 

But it is notr less true that there are book* which 
are of that importance in a man’s <private experience, 
as to verify for him the fables of* Cornelius Agrippa, 
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of Michael Scott, or of the old Orphetis of Thrace,— 
books which take rank in onr life with parents and 
Ic/ers and passionate experiences, so medicinal, so 
stringent, so, revolutionary, so authoritative,—hooks 
which are the work and the proof of faculties so com¬ 
prehensive, so nearly equal to the world which they 
paint, that, though one shuts them with meaner ones, 
ho feels his exclusion from them to accuse his way of 
living. • 

Consider what you have in the smallest chosen 
library. A company of the wisest and wittiest men 
that could be picked out hf all civil countries, in a 
thoua,and years, have set in best order the results of 
their learning and wisdom. The men themselves 
were hid and inaccessible, solitary, impatient of in- 
temiption, fenced by etiquette; but the thought 
which they did not uncover to their bosom friend 
is here written out in transparent w’ords to us, the 
strangers of another age. 

We owe to books those general benefits which 
come from high intellectual action. Thus, I think, 
we often owe to them the perception of immortality. 
They impart sympathetic activity to the moral [xiw'er. 
Go with moan people, and you think life is mean. 
Then road Plutarch, and the world is a proud place, 
peopled with men of positiv'c quality, with heroes and 
demigods standing around us, who will not let us 
sleep. Then, Ihey address'the imagination: only 
poetry* inspires poetry. They become the organic 
cultui-e of the timA / College education is the reading 
of certain books which the common sense of all 
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.scholars agrees ■will represent the science alrcaily 
accumulated. If you know that,—for instance in 
geometry, if you have read Euclid,and I.aplace,—yceir 
opinion has some value; if you do not,know thhse, 
you are not entitled to give any ojnnion on the subject. 
Whenever any sceptic or bigot claims fo be heard on 
the questions of intellect and morals, we ask if he is 
familiar with the books of Plato, where all his pert 
sbjcctions have once for all been di.sposed of. If not, 
he has no right to our time. Ijot hi^i go and find 
himself answered there. 

Meantime the colleges, whilst they provide us 
■with libraries, furnish rfo professor of books; and, I 
think, no chair is so much wanted. In a library we 
are surrounded by many hundreds of dear friends, 
but they are imprisoned by an enchanter in these 
paiier and leathern boxes ; and though they know us, 
and have been waiting two, ten, or twenty centuries 
for us,—some of them,—and are eager to give us a 
sign, and unbosom themselves, it is the law of their 
limbo that they must not speak until sjiokcn to; and 
as the enchanter has dftssed them, like battalions of 
infantry, in coat and jacket of one cut, by the thousand 
and ton thousand, your chance of hitting on the right 
one is to be comimted by the arithmetical rule of 
Pennutation and Combination,—not a choice out of 
three caskets, but out of half a million caskefe all 
alike. But it happens in our experience, that in this 
lottery there arc* at least fifty or a hundred blanks to 
a prize. It seems, then, as if some charitable soul, 
after losing a great deal of time arilong the false books. 
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and alighting upon a few trae ones which made him 
happy and wise, would do a right act in naming thoSe 
wjiich have been bridges or ships to carry him safely 
over dark morasses and barren oceans, into the heart 
of sacred cities, into palaces and temples. 'This 
would be best done by those great masters of books 
who from time to time appear,—the Fabricii, the 
Seldens, Magliaboccliis, Scaligers, Mirandolas, Bayles, 
Johnsons, whose eyes sweep the 'whole horizon of 
learning. But private readers, reading purely for 
love 'of the book, would serve us by leaving each the 
shortest note of what he found. 

There are books; and it is practicable to road 
them, because they are so few. Wo look over with 
a sigh the monumental libraries of Paris, of the'Fatican, 
and the British Museum. In 1858 the number of 
printed books in the Imperial Library at Paris was 
estimated at eight hundred thousand volumes, with 
an annual increase of twelve thousand volumes; so 
that the number of printed books extant to-day may 
easily exceed a million. It is easy to count the 
number of pages which a diligent man can read in a 
day, and the number of years which human life in 
favourable ciroumstmioes allows to reading; and to 
demonstrate that, though he should read from dawn 
till dark, for sixty years, he must die in the first 
alcovea But ndthing can be more deceptive than 
this arithmetic, grhere none but a natural method is 
really pertinent. I visit occasionally the Cambridge 
Library, and I can,seldom go there without renewing 
the conviction that the best of it all is already within 
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the four walls of my study at home. ' The inspection 
erf the catalogue brings me continually back to the 
few standard writers who are on every private shejjf; 
and to these it can aSbrd only the most slight and 
casual additions. The crowds and centuries of books 
are only commentary and elucidation, echoes and 
weakeners of these few great voices of Time. 

best rule of reading will be a method from 
pature, and not a'mechanical one of hours and pages. 
It holds each student to a pursuit of his native aim, 
instead of a desultory miscellany. Let him rcaihwhat 
is proper to him, and not waste his memory on a crowd 
of mediocrities/' As whole nations have derived their 
culture fi;om a single book,—as the Bible has been the 
literature as well as the religion of large portions of 
Europe,—as Hafiz was the eminent genius oV the 
Persians, Confucius of the Chinese, Cervantes of the 
Spaniards; so, perhaps, the human mind would be a 
gainer, if all the secondary writers were lost,—say, 
in England, all but Shakspeare, Milton, and Bacon,— 
through the profounder study so drawn to those 
wonderful minds. With this pilot of his own genius, 
let the student read one, or let him read many, he will 
read advantageously. Dr. Johnson said: ** ‘ Whilst you 
stand deliberating which book your son shall read first, 
another boy has read both: road anything five hours 
a day, and you will soon be learned?" 

Nature is much our friend in this,fatter. Nature 
is always clarifying her water and her wine. , No fil¬ 
tration can be so perfect. She doQg the same thing by 
books as by her gases and plants.* There is always a 
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selection in writers, and then a selection from the 
selection. In the first place, all books that get fairly 
into the vital air of the world wore written by the 
successful class, by the affirming and advancing class, 
who utter what tons of thousands feel though they 
cannot say. There has already been a scrutiny and 
choice from many hundreds of young pens, before the 
pamphlet or political chapter which you read in a 
fugitive journal comes to your eye. All these arij 
young adventurers, who produce their perfomiance to 
the wise ear of Time, who sits and weighs, and, ten 
years hence, out of a million of pages reprints one. 
Again it is judged, it is winnowed by all the winds of 
opinion, and what terrific selection has not passed on 
it before it can be reprinted after twenty years,—and 
reprinted after a century!—it is as if Minos and Kha- 
damantlms had indorsed the writing. ’Tis therefore 
an economy of’ time to read old and famed books. 
Notliing can be preserved which is not good; and 1 
know beforehand that Pindar, Martial, Terence, Galen, 
Kepler, Galileo, Bacon, Erasmus, More, will be superior 
to the average intellect In eontemporaries, it is not 
so easy to distinguish betwixt notoriety and fame. 
/Be sure, then, to read no mean books. Slum the 
spawn of the press on the gossip of the hour. Do not 
reail what you shall learn, without asking, in the street 
and 'the ‘nuin. Di-. Johnson said, “ he always went 
into stately sho{^; ” and good travellers stop at the 
best ho^ls; for,' though they cost nmre, they do not 
cost much more, apd there is the good company and 
the best infonnatiou. In like manner, the scholar 
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knows that the famed Jiooks contain, first and last, the 
best thoughts and facks/' Now and then, by rarest 
luck, in some foolish Grab Street is the gem we want. 
Bu^ln the best circles is the best iitformatioiv' If you 
should transfer the amount of your reading day by 

day from the newspaper to the standard authors- 

But who dare speak of such a thing t 

The three practical rules, then, which I have to ofTer, 
are,—1. Never read any book that is not a year old. 
2. Never read any but famed books. 3. Never read 
any but what you like; or, in Shakspoafe’s phrafjp, 

No profit goes wliejc is no iileasure ta'en : 

In brief, sir, what yon most affoct." 

Montaigne says, “ Books are a languid pleasure; ” 
but I find certain books vital and spermatic, not 
leaving the reader what he was : he shuts the book a 
richer man. I would never willingly read any others 
than such. And 1 will venture, at the risk of inditing 
a list of old primers and grammars, to count the few 
books which a superficial reailer must thankfully use. 

Of the old Greek books, I think there are five 
which wo cannot spare 1. _lIomer, who, in spite of 
Pope and all the learned uproar of centuries, has really 
the true fire, and is good for simple minds, is the true 
and adequate germ of Greece, and occupies that place 
as history, which nothing can supply. It holds 
through all literature, tliat our beat history is ^till 
poetry. It is so in Hebrew, in Sanskrit, and in Greek. 
English History is best known throifgh Shakspeare; 
how much thi’ough Merlin, Eobin Hood, and the 
Scottish ballads !—the German, tlyough the Nibelun- 



416 BOOKS. [VIII. 

genlied;—the Spanish, through the Cid. Of Homer, 
George Chapman’s is the heroic translation, though 
the most literal prose version is the best of all. 
2l ^.gero^us, whose history contains inestimable 
anecdotes, which brought it with the learned into a 
sort of disesteem; but in these days, when it is foimd 
that what is most memorable of history is a few anec¬ 
dotes, and that we need not be alarmed though we 
should find it not dull, it is regaining credit. 3. 
^.^schylus, the grandest of the three tragedians, who 
has given us finder a thin veil the first plantation of 
Europe. The “ Promethevjs ” is a poem of the like 
dignity and scope as the, Book of Job, or the 
Norse Edda. 4. Of_ Plato I hesitate to speak, lest 
there should be no end. You find in him that which 
you have already found in Homer, now ripened to 
thought,—^the poet converted to a philosopher, with 
loftier strains of musical wisdom than Homer reached; 
as if Homer were the youth, and Plato the finished 
man; yet with no less security of bold and perfect 
song, when he cares to use it, and with some harp- 
strings fetched from a highpr heaven. He contains 
the future, as he came out of the past. In Plato, you 
explore modem Europe in its causes and seed,—all 
that in thought, which the history of Europe embodies 
or has yet to embody. The well-informed man finds 
himself ’anticipated. Plato is up with him too. 
Nothing has escaped him. Every new crop in the 
fertile harvest Cf reform, every fresh suggestion of 
modern humanity, is there. If the student wish to 
see both sides, an(ij justice done to the man of the 
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world, pitiless exposure of pedants, and the supremacy 
of" truth and the religious sentiment, he shall be con¬ 
tented also. Why should not youn^ men be educated 
on this book ? It would suffice for the tuition of the 
race,—to test their underetanding, and to express their 
reason. Here is that which is so attractive to all men, 
—the literature of aristocracy shall I call it 1—the 
incture of the best persons, sentiments, and manners, 
by the first master^ in the best times,—portraits of 
Pericles, Alcibiades, Crito, Prodicus, ^ Protagoras, 
Anaxagoras, and Socrates, with the lovely backgrdlind 
of the Athenian and suburban landscape. Or who 
can overestimate the images with which Plato has 
enriched tl\e minds of men, and which pass like bullion 
in the cufrency of all nations ? Read the “Phsedo,” 
the “Protagoras,” the “Phsedrus,” the “Timseus,” ijie 
“Republic,” and the “Apology of Socrates.” ,5. 
Plutarch cannot be spared from the smallest library; 
first, because he is so readable, which is much ; then, 
that he is medicinal and invigorating. The lives of 
Oimon, Lycurgus, Alexander, Demosthenes, Phocion, 
Marcellus, and the rest, ane what history has of best. 
But this book has taken care of itself, and the opinion 
of the world is expressed in the innumerable cheap 
editions, which make it as accessible as a newspaper. 
But Plutarch’s “Morals” is less known, and seldom 
reprinted. Yet such a reader as I am* writing to ckn 
as iU spare it as the “ Lives.” He will, read in it the 
essays “On the Daemon of Socrates,”On Isi^ and 
Osiris,” “On Progress in Virtue,” ^‘On Garrulity,” 
“ On Love,” and thank anew the art of printing, and 
VOL. V. 2 k 
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the cheerful domain of ancient thinking. Plutarcli 
charms by the facility of his associations; so that- it 
signifies little where you open his book, you find 
y6urself at the Olympian tables. His memory is like 
the Isthmian Games, where all that was excellent iu 
Greece was assembled, and you are stimulated and 
recruited by lyric versos, by philoisophic sentiments, 
by the fonns and behaviour of heroes, by the worshij) 
of the gods, and by the passing of fillets, parsley apd 
laurel wreaths, chariots, armour, sacred cups, and 
uteisils of sacrifice. An inestimable trilogy of ancient 
social pictures are the three “ Banqtiets ” respectively 
of Plato, Xenophon, and Plutarch. Plutarch’s has 
the least approach to historical accuracy; but the 
meeting of the Seven Wise Masters is a* charming 
portraiture of ancient manners and discourse, and is 
as clear as the voice of a fife, and entertaining as a 
French novel Xenophon’s delineation of Athenian 
manners is an accessory to Plato, and supplies traits 
of Socrates;.whilst Plato’s has merits of every kind, 
—^being a repertory of the wisdom of the ancients on 
the subject of love,—a pic+ure of a feast of wits, not 
less descriptive than Aristophanes,—and, lastly, con¬ 
taining that ironical eulogy of Socrates which is the 
source from which all the portraits of that philosopher 
current in Europe have been drawn. 

Of course a certain outline should be obtained of 
Greek historj^^ in which the 'important moments and 
persons can be rightly set down; but the shortest is 
the best, and i£ one lacks stomach for Mr. Grote’s 
voluminous annala, the old slight and popular summary 



Vtli.] BOOKS. 419 

of Goldsmith or of Gillies will seiwe.' The valuable 
part is the age of Pericles and the next generation. 
And here we must read the “ Clouds ” of Aristophaneg, 
and what more of that master we gain appetite for, 
to leam our way in the streets of Athens, and to know 
the tyranny of Aristophanes, requiring more genius 
and sometimes not less cruelty than belonged to the 
official commanders. Aristophanes is now very acces¬ 
sible, with much Valuable commentary, through the 
labours of Mitchell and Cartwright. An excellent 
popular book is J. A. St. John’s “ Ancient Greetse ”; 
the “Life and Letters” ofr Niebuhr, even more than 
his Lectures, furnish loading views; and Winckel- 
mann, a ^rcek bom out of due time, has become 
essential to an intimate knowledge of the Attic genius. 
The secret of the recent histories in German and, in 
English is the discovery, owed first to WolfiF, and 
later to Bocckh, that the sincere Greek history of that 
period must be drawn from Demosthenes, especially 
from the business orations, and from the comic poets. 

If we come down a little by natural steps from 
the master to the disciples, we have, six or seven 
centuries later, the Platonists,—who also cannot be 
skipped,.— Plotinus, Porphyry, Proclus,* Synesius, 
Jamblichua Of Jamblichus the Emperor Julian 
said, “ that he was posterior to Plato in time, not in 
genius.” Of Plotinus, wo have evdogles by PorphJ^ry 
and Longinus, and the favour of the .Emperor Galli- 
enus,—indicating .the respect he inspfred amojig his 
contemporaries. If any one who Jjad read with in¬ 
terest the “ Isis and Osiris ” of Plwtai’ch should then 
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read a chapter called “ Providence,” by Synesius, 
translated into English by Thomas Taylor, he will 
ftnd it one of the majestic remains of literature, and, 
like one walking in the noblest of temples, will con¬ 
ceive new gratitude to his fellowmen, and a new esti¬ 
mate of their nobility. The imaginative scholar will 
find few stimulants to his brain like these writers. 
He has entered the Elysian Fields; and the grand and 
pleasing figures of gods and dmmons and dajmoniacal 
men, of the “ azonic ” and the “ aquatic gods,” daemons 
with fulgid eyes, and all the rest of the Platonic 
rhetoric, exalted a little under the African sun, sail 
before his eyes. The acolyte has mounted the tripod 
over the cave at Delphi; his heart dances, his sight 
is quickened. These guides speak of the gods with 
such depth and with such pictorial details, as if they 
had been bodily present at the Olympian feasts. The 
reader of those books makes now acquaintauco with 
his own mind; new regions of thought are opened. 
Jamblichus’s. “Life of Pythagoras” works more 
directly on the will than the others; since Pythagoras 
was eminently a practical j person, the founder of a 
school of ascetics and socialists, a planter of colonies, 
and nowise a man of abstract studies alone. . 

The respectable and sometimes excellent translations 
of Bohn’s Library have done for literature what rail- 
ro4ds have done for internal intercourse. I do not 
hesitate to read all the book's I have named, and all 
good r-books, iii translations. What is really best in 
any book is translatable,—any real insight or broad 
human sentiment Nay, I observe that, in our Bible, 
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and other books of lofty moral tone, it seems easy 
aild inevitable to render the rhythm and music of the 
original into phrases of equal melody. The Italians 
have a fling at translators ,—i traditori trmluiton ; hut 
I thank them. I rarely read any Latin, Greek, Ger¬ 
man, Italian, sometimes not a French' book in the 
original, which I can procure in a good version. I 
like to bo beholden to the great metropolitan English 
speech, the sea which receives tributaries from every 
region under heaven. I should as sfon think of 
swimming across Charles Eivor when I wish to go to 
Boston, as of reading all ay books in originals, when 
I have them rendered foi* me in my mother-tongue. 

For history there is great choice of ways to bring 
the student through early Romo. If he can read Li^vy, 
he has a good book; but one of the short English 
compends, some Goldsmith or Ferguson, should be 
used, that will place in the cycle the bright stars of 
Plutai'ch. The poet Horace is the eye of the Augustan 
age; Tacitus, the wisest of tlie historians; and Martial 
will give him Roman manners,—and some very bad 
ones,—in the early days ^ the Empire : but Martial 
must bo read, if read at all? in his own tongue. These 
will bring him to Gibbon, who will take him in charge, 
and convey him -with abundant entertainment down 
—with notice of all remarkable objects on the way— 
through fourteen hundred years of time. He cannot 
spare Gibbon, with his vast reading,-j-with such wit 
and continuity of -mind, that, though never profound, 
his book is one of the conveniences mi civilisation, like 
the new railroad from ocean to ocBan,—and, I think. 
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will be sure to send the reader to his “Memoirs 
of Himself,” and the “Extracts from my Journal-,” 
and “Abstracts of my Readings,” which will spur 
th6 laziest scholar to emulation of his prodigious 
perfoimance. 

Now having our idler safe down as far as the fall 
of Constantinople in 1453, ho is in very good courses; 
for here arc trusty hands waiting for him. The 
cardinal facts of European history" are soon leameij. 
There is Dante’s poem, to open the Italian Republics 
of the Middle Age; Dante’s “ Vita Niiova,” to explain 
Dante and Beatrice; and Boccaccio’s “ Life of Dante,” 
—a great man to describe u. greater. To help us, 
perhaps a volume or two of M. Sismondi’s “ Italian 
Republics” will be as good as the entird sixteen. 
When we come to Michel Angelo, his Sonnets and 
Lettom must be road, with his Life by Vasari, or, in 
our day, by Herman Grimm. For the Church, and 
the Feudal Institution, Mr. Hallam’s “Middle Ages” 
will furnish, if superficial, yet readable and conceiv¬ 
able outlines. 

The “Life of the Empi'Tor Charles V.,” by the 
useful Robertson, is still ^the key of the following 
age. Ximenos, Columbus, Loyola, Luther, Erasmus, 
Melanchthon, Francis L, Henry VIII., Elizabeth, and 
Henry IV. of France, are his contemporaries. It is 
a time of seeds'and expansions, whereof our recent 
civilisation is t^e fruit. 

If row the relations of England to European affairs 
bring him to British ground, he is arrived at the very 
moment when modem history takes new proportiona 



VIII.] 


BOOKS. 


423 


He can look back for the legend.? and mythology to 
the “Younger Edda” and the “Heimskringla” of 
Snori'o Sturleson, to Mallet’s “ Northern Antiquities,” 
to Ellis’s “ Metrical Romances,” tb Asset’s “ Life, of 
Alfred” and Venerable Bede, and to tile researches 
of Sharon Tumor and Palgravc. Hume will serve 
him for an intelligent guide, and in the Elizabethan 
ora he is at the richest period of the English mind, 
with the chief men of action and of thought which 
tKat nation has produced, and with a pregnant future 
before him. Here he has Shak.spcare, S]Tenser, Sidney, 
Raleigh, Bacon, Chapmaq, Jonson, Eoi-d, Beaumont 
and Fletcher, Ilerberl., T,)onne, Herrick; and Milton, 
Marvell, and Drydcn, not long after. 

In reading history, he is to prefer the history of 
individuals. He will not repent the time he gives 
to Bacon,—not if he read the “Advancemeni of 
Learning,” the “Essays,” the “Novum Organum,” 
the “History of Henry VII.,” and then all the 
“ Letters ” (especially those to the Earl of Devon¬ 
shire, explaining the Essex business), and all but his 
“ Ajicphthegms.” 

The task is aided bl' the strong mutual light 
which ttieso men shed on each other. . Thus, the 
works of Ben Jonson are a sort of hoop to bind all 
these fine persons together, and to the land to which 
they belong. He has written veiaes to or oo all 
his notable contemporaries; and what with so many 
occasional poems, and the portrait Isketches in his 
“Discoveries,” and the gossiping record of his 
opinions in his conveisations upth Drummond of 
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Hawthomden, he has really illustrated the England 
of his time, if not to the same extent, yet much in 
the same way, as Walter Scott has celebrated the 
persons and places' of Scotland. Walton, Chapman, 
Herrick, and Sir Henry Wotton write also to the 
times. 

Among the best books are certain Autobiographies : 
as, St. Augustine’s Confessions; Benvenuto Cellini’s 
Life; Montaigne’s Essays j Lord ‘Herbei't of Cher- 
bury’s Memoirs; Memoirs of the Cardinal de Retz; 
Rouseeau’s Confessions ; Linnajus’s Diary; Gil)bon’s, 
Hume’s, Franklin’s, Bums’p, Alfieri’s, Goethe’s, and 
Haydon’s Autobiographies. . 

Another class of books closely allied to these, and 
of like interest, are those which may be called TaAk- 
Talks: of which the best are Saadi’s Gulistan; 
Luther’s Table-Talk; Aubrey’s Lives; Spence’s Anec¬ 
dotes; Seldon’s Table-Talk; Boswell’s Life of Johnson; 
Eckermann’s Conversations with Goethe; Coleridge’s 
Table-Talk; and Hazlitt’s Life of Northcote. 

There is a class whose value I should designate 
aa Favourites: such as Froissar^i’s Chronicles; Southey’s 
Chronicle of the Cid ; Cervantes; Sully’s Memoirs; 
Rabelais; Montaigne; Isaak Walton; Evelyn; Sir 
Thomas Browne; Aubrey; Sterne; Horace Walpole; 
Lord Clarendon; Doctor Johnson; Burke, shedding 
floods of'light ondiis times; Lamb; Landor; and Do 
Quincey;—a list, of course, that may easily be swelled, 
as dependent onf-individual caprice. ^ Many men are 
as tender and Irritable as lovers in reference to these 
predilections. Indped, a man’s library is a sort of 
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harem, and I observe that tender readers have a 
great pudency in showing their books to a stranger. 

The annals of bibliography afford many examples 
of the delirious extent to which book-fancying ^3an 
go, when the legitimate delight in a book is ti-ans- 
ferred to a rare edition or to a manuscript. This 
mania reached its height about the beginning of the 
present century. For an autograph of Shakspeare 
pne hundred and’fifty-five guineas were given. In 
May 1812 the library of the Duke of Roxburgh 
was sold. The sale lasted forty-two days,*—wo 
abridge the story from* Dibdin,—and among the 
many curiosities was a •copy of Boccaccio published 
by Vald^er, at Venice, in 1471 ; the only perfect 
copy of this edition. Among the distinguished 
company which attended the sale were the IJuke 
of Devonshire, Earl Spencer, and the Duke of Marl¬ 
borough, then Marquis of Blandford. The bid stood 
at five hundred guineas. “A thousand guineas,” 
said Earl Spencer. “ And ton,” added the Marquis. 
You might hear a pin drop. All eyes wore bent on 
the bidders. Now th«w talked apart, now ate a 
biscuit, now made a l^t, but without the least 
thought of yielding one to the other. Hut to pass 
over some details,—the contest proceeded until the 
Marquis said, “Two thousand pounds.” The Earl 
Spencer bethought him like a prfldent genej-sfl of 
useless bloodshed and waste of powder, and had 
paused a quarter of a minute, wheli Lord Althorp 
with long steps came to his side^ as if to bring his 
father a fresh lance to renew the»fight. Father and 
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son whispered together, and Earl Spencer exclaimed, 
“Two thousand two hundred and fifty pounds!’^ 
Aij electric shock went through the assembly. “ And 
ten,!’ quietly added the Marquis. There ended the 
strife. Ere Evans let the hammer fall, he paused; 
the ivory instrument swept the air; the spectators 
stood dumb when the hammer fell. The stroke of 
its fall sounded on the farthest shores of Italy. The 
tap of that hammer was heard in the libraries of, 
Kome, Milan, and Venice. Boccaccio stirred in his 
sleep Gi five hundred years, and M. Van Praet groped 
ill vain among the royal alooves in Paris to detect a 
copy of the famed Valdarfer Boccaccio. 

Another class 1 distinguish by the term Vocabularies. 
Burton’s “ Anatomy of Melancholy ” is a book'bf groat 
leanung. To read it is like reading in a dictionary. 
’Tis an inventory to remind us how many classes 
and species of facts exist, and, in observing into what 
strange and multiplex byways learning has strayed, 
to infer our opulence. Neither is a dictionary a bad 
book to read. There is no cant in it, no excess of 
explanation, and it is full frf suggestion,—the raw 
material of possible poems a^id historiea Nothing is 
wanting butT a little shuflling, sotting, ligature, and 
cartilage. Out of a hundred examples, Cornelius 
Agrippa “On the Vanity of Arts and Sciences” 
is a Specimen of 1;hat scribatiousness which grew to 
be the habit of the gluttonous readers of his time. 
Like tl\e modei^n Germans, they read a literature 
while other mortal^! read a few books. They read 
voraciously, and must disburden themselves; so they 
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take any general topic, as, Melancholy, or Praise of 
Science, or Praise of Folly, and write and quote 
without method or end. Now and then out of tljat 
affluence of their learning comes a fine sentence from 
Theophrastus, or Seneca, or Boethius, *but no high 
method, no inspiring efflux. But one- cannot afford 
to read for a few sentences; they are good only as 
strings of suggestive words. 

,, There is another class, more needful to the present 
age, because the currents of custom run now in another 
direction, and leave us dry on this side;—I meS,n the 
Imaginative. A right metaphysics should do justice 
to the co-ordinate powers of Imagination, Insight, 
Understanding, and Will. Poetry, with its aids of 
Mythol(%y and Eomance, must be well allowed for an 
imaginative creature. Men are ever lapsing into a 
beggarly habit, wherein everything that is not cipher¬ 
ing, that is, which does not serve the tyrannical animal, 
is hustled out of sight. Our orators and writers art 
of the same poverty, and, in this rag-fair, neither the 
Imagination, the groat awakening power, nor the 
Morals, creative of genius and of men, are addressed. 
But though orator and i^et be of this hunger party, 
the capacities remalt. Wo must have sylnbols. The 
child asks you for a story, and is thankful for the 
poorest. It is not poor to him, but radiant with 
meaning. The man asks for a nofel,—thal ip,*asks 
leave for a few hours to be a poet, and to paint things 
as they ought to be. The youth alks for ^ poem. 
The very dunces wish to go to tjio tfieatre. What 
private heavens can we not open^ by yielding to all 
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the suggestion of rich music! We must have idola¬ 
tries, mythologies,—some swing and verge for the 
creative power lyin^ coiled and cramped here, driving 
ardent natures to insanity and crime if it do not find 
vent. Without the great arts which speak to the 
sense of beauty, a man seems to me a poor, naked, 
shivering creature. These are his becoming draperies, 
which warm and adorn him. Whilst the pnidential 
and economical tone of society starves the imagination, 
affronted Nature gets such indemnity as she may. The 
novel “is that allowance and frolic the imagination 
finds. Everything else pino it down, and men flee 
for redress to Byron, Scott, •Disraeli, Dumas, Sand, 
Balzac, Dickens, Thackeray, and Eeade. Thpir educa¬ 
tion is neglected; but the circulating library*and the 
theatre, as well as the trout-fishing, the Notch Moun¬ 
tains, the Adirondack country, the tour to Mont 
Blanc, to the White Hills, and the Ghauts, make such 
amends as they can. 

The imagination infuses a certain volatility and 
intoxication. It has a flute which sets the atoms of 
our frame in a dance, lik^ planets; and, once so 
liberated, the whole man rejUing drunk to the music, 
they never ijuite subside to th#r old stonjr state. 
But what is the imagination 1 Only an arm or weapon 
of the interior energy; only the precursor of the 
reasdn, ‘And bodks that treat the old pedantries of 
the world, our times, places, professions, customs, 
opinion?, histori^, with a certain freedom, and distri¬ 
bute things, not ^fter the usages of America and 
Europe, but after the laws of right reason, and with as 
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daring a freedom as we use in dretais, put us on 
our feet again, enable us to form an original judg¬ 
ment of our duties, and suggest new thoughts for 
to-morrow. 

“ Lucrczia Floriani,” “ Le P(ich6 de TVI. Antoine,” 
“Jeanne,” and “Consuelo,” of George Sand, are great 
steps from the novel of one termination, which we 
all read twenty years ago. Yet how far off from life 
g,nd manners and inotives the novel still is ! Life lies 
about us dumb; the day, as we know it, has not yet 
found a tongue. Those stories are to the plots «f real 
life what the figures in “La Bello Assembl4e,” which 
represent the fashion of the month, are to portraits. 
But the novel will find the way to our interiors one 
day, and will not always be the novel of costume 
merely. I do not think it inoperative now. So much 
novel-reading cannot leave the young men and maidens 
untouched; and doubtless it gives some ideal dignity 
to the day. The young study noble behaviour; and 
as the player in “ Consuelo ” insists that ho and his 
colleagues on the boards have taught princes the 
fine etiquette and strokes of grace and dignity which 
they practise with so mAh effect in their villas and 
among, their dependants, so I often see traces of the 
Scotch or the French novel in the courtesy and brilli¬ 
ancy of young midshipmen, collegians, and clerks. 
Indeed, when one observes how ill and ugly people 
make their loves and quarrels, ’tis pity they should 
not read novels g, little more, to impAi; the fine gener¬ 
osities, and the clear, firm conduct, which are as be¬ 
coming in the imions and separatigns which love efiects 
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under shingle roofs as in palaces and among illustrious 
personages. 

_ In novels the most serious questions are beginning 
to be discussed. What made the popularity of “ Jane 
Eyre,” bvt that a central question was answered in 
some sort t The question there answered in regard to 
a vicious marriag6 will always bo treated according to 
the habit of the party. A person of commanding 
individualism will answer it as Rbehester does,—af 
Cleopatra, as Milton, as George Sand do,—magnifying 
the exception into a rule, dwarfing the world into an 
exception. A person of less courage, that is, of less 
constitution, will answer as the heroine does,—giving 
way to Fate, to conventionalism, to the'actual state 
and doings of men and women. 

For the most part, our novel-reading is a passion 
for results. We admire parks, and high-born beau¬ 
ties, and the homage of drawing-rooms, and parlia¬ 
ments. They make us sceptical, by giving promi¬ 
nence to wealth and social position. 

I remember when some peering eyes of boys dis¬ 
covered that the oranges hanging on the boughs of 
an orange-tree in a gay pia^a were tied to the twigs 
by thread. I fear- ’tis so with -the novelist’s pros¬ 
perities. Nature has a magic by which she fits the 
man to his fortunes, by making them the fruit of his 
character'. But the novelist plucks this event here, 
and that fortime there, and ties them rashly to his 
figures, ^to tickleithe fancy of his readers with a cloy¬ 
ing success, or sca^ them with shocks of tragedy. 
And so, on the whole, ’tis a juggle. We are cheated 
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into laughter or wonder by feats which only oddly 
eombine acts that we do every day. There is no new 
element, no jwwer, no furtherance. ’Tis only con¬ 
fectionery, not the raising of new corn! Great i» the 
poverty of their inventions. She was beatdijul, and he 
fell m love. Money, and killing, and the Wandering 
Jew, and persuading the lover that his mistress is 
betrothed to another, —thesa are the mainsprings : 
^new names, but* no new qualities in the men and 
women. Hence the vain endcavqgr to keep any bit 
of this fairy gold, which has rolled like a* brook 
through our hands. At thousand thoughts awoke ; 
great rainbows seemed to span the sky,—a morning 
among the ‘mountains;—but we close the book, and 
not a fay remains in the memory of evening. But 
this passion for romance, and this disappointment, 
show how much we need real elevations and pure 
poetry : that which shall show us, in morning and 
night, in stars and mountains, .and in all the plight 
and circumstance of men, the analogous of our own 
thoughts, and a like impression made by a just book 
and by the face of Natijre. 

If our times are ste.^e in genius, we must cheer 
us with books of rich and believing men who had 
atmosphere and amplitude about them. Every good 
fable, every mjrthology, every biography from a religi¬ 
ous age, every passage of love, and even fhilosophy 
and science, when they proceed from an intellectual 
integrity, and are not detached andl critical, ^have the 
imaginative element. The Greek fables, the Persian 
history (Firdusi), the “ Younger. Edda” of the Scan- 
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dinavians, the "Chronicle of the Cid,” the poem of 
Dante, the sonnets of Michel Angelo, the English 
drama of Shakspcare, Beaumont and Fletcher, and 
Ford, and even the prose of Bacon and Milton,—^in 
our time,^ th6 Ode of Wordsworth, and the poems 
and the prose of Goethe, have this enlargement, and 
inspire hope and generous attempts. 

There is no room left,—and yet I might as well 
not have begun as to leave out a class of books whicht 
are the best: I mean the Bibles of the world, or thc> 
sacred books 6f each nation, which express for each' 
the supreme result of their experience. After the 
Hebrew and Greek Scriptures, which constitute tlKi. 
sacred books of Christendom, these arc, the Desatir 
of the Persians, and the Zoroastrian Oracles; the 
Vedas and Laws of Menu; the Upanishads, the 
Vishnu Purana, the Bhagvat Geeta, of the Hindoos; 
the books of the Buddhists; the “Chinese Classic,” 
of four books, containing the wisdom of Confucius 
and Mencius. Also such other books as have acquired 
a semi-canonical authority in the world, as expressing 
the highest sentiment and hope of nations. Such 
are the “Hermes Trismegi tus,” pretending to be 
Egyptian remains ; the “ Sentences ” of Epictetus; 
of Marcus Antoninus; the “Vishnu Sarma” of the 
Hindoos; tlic “ Gulistan ” of Saadi; the “ Imitation 
of Clffist” of Thomas k Kempis; and the “Thoughts” 
of Pascal. 

All these bock*'sire the majestiq, expressions of 
the universal donscience, and are more to our daily 
purpose than this year’s almanac or this day’s news- 
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paper. But they are for the clo.set, and to he read 
OB the bended knee. Their communications are not 
to be given or taken ivith the lips and the end of t^e 
dongue, but out of the glow of tto cheek, and with 
the throbbing heart. Friendship should give and 
take, solitude and time brood and ripen, heroes 
absorb and enact them. They are not to be held by 
’etters iirintod on a page, but arc living characters 
ranslatable into every tongue and form of life. I 
■lad them on Uchons and bark; I watch them on 
aves on the beach; they fly in birds, they creep in 
orms; I detect them in laughter and blushes and 
e-siiarkles of men and women. These are Scri])- 
tures which *tho missionary might well carry over 
prairie, desert, and ocean, to Siberia, Japan, Tim- 
"buctoo. Yet ho will find that the spirit which is in 
them journeys faster than he, and greets him on his 
, arrival,—was there already long before him. The 
missionary must be carried by it, and find it there, 
or he goes in vain. Is there any geograjihy in these 
things? We call them Asiatic, we call them primeval; 
hut perhaps that is only optical; for Natuio is always 
equal to herself, and theife are as good eyes and ears 
now in the planet as evoi”were. Only these ejacula¬ 
tions of the sold are uttered one or a few at a time, 
at long intervals, and it takes millenniums to make a 
Bible. 

These are a few of the books which the old and 
the later times have yielded us, wlAh will reTTard 
the time spent on them. In comparing the number 
of good books with the shortness nf life; many might 
VOL. V. 2 r 
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well be road by proxy, if we hiwl good proxies; ant 
it would be well for sincere young men to borrov 
a hint from the French Institute and the Britisl 
Asoociation, and, as they divide the whole body intt 
sections, pach of which sits upon and reports of certaii 
matters confided to it, so let each scholar associat 
himself to such persons as he can rely on, in a literar 
club, in which each shall undertake a single work o 
series for which ho is qualified. ‘For example, ho^ 
atti'active is the whole literature of the “Roma; 
do la Rose,” fixe “Fabliaux,” and the gaie science c 
the French Troubadours! Yet who in Boston ha 
time for that 1 But one of cur company shall under 
take it, shall study and master it, and shall report o. 
it, as under oath; shall give us the sincere'result, a 
it lies in his mind, adding nothing, keeping nothin, 
back. Another member, meantime, shall a.s honestl, 
search, sift, and as truly report, on British mythology 
the Rotmd Table, the histories of Brut, Merlin, an 
Welsh Poetry; a third on the Saxon Chronicler 
Robert of Gloucester, and William of Malmesbury; 
fourth, on Mysteries, Early Drama, “Gesta Romar 
orum,” Collier, and Dyco, ^'jnd the Camden Society 
Each shall give us his grains of gold, after the wasl 
ing; and every other shall then decide whether' th¬ 
is a book indispensable to him also. 



CLUBS. 


Wk are delicate machines, and require nice treatment 
to j 5 ot from us the maximum of power and pldhsure. 
We need tonics, but must.havo those that cost little 
or no reaction. The flame of life burns too fast in 
pure oxygen* and Nature has tempered the air with 
nitrogen.* So thought is the native air of the mind, 
yet pure it is a pois«i to our mixed constitution, ^and 
soon burns up the bone-house of man, unless tempered 
with affection and coarse practice in the material 
world. Varied foods, climates, beautiful objects,— 
and especially the alternation of a large variety of 
objects,—arc the necessity of tliis exigent system of 
ours. But our tonics, our luxuries, are force-pumps 
which exhaust the strength they pretend to supply; 
and of all the cordials known to us, the *best, safest, 
and most exhilarating, with the least harm, is society; 
and every healthy and efficient mind passes a large 
part of life in the company most easy to him! , • 

We seek society with very different aims, and^the 
staple of conversation is widely unhlle in its,circles. 
Sometimes it is facts,—nmning fjom those of daily 
necessity to the last results of science,—and has all 
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degrees of impoi'taiice; sometimes it is love, and 
makes the balm of our early and of ojir latest days; 
sometimes it is thought, as from a person who is a 
mind only; sometimes a singing, as if the heart 
poured uut all like a bii’d; sometimes experience. 
With some men it is a debate; at the approach of a 
dispute they neigh like horses. Unless there be an 
ai'gument, they think nothing is doing. Some talkers 
excel in the precision with which they formulate theip 
thoughts, so that you get from them somewhat to 
remember; others lay criticism asleep by a charm. 
Especially women use words that are not words,—as 
stops in a dance are not steps,—but reproduce the 
genius of that they speak of; as the sound of some 
bells makes us think of the bell merely, whilst the 
chm’ch-chimes in the distance bring the church and 
its serious memories before us. Opinions are acci¬ 
dental in people,—have a poverty-stricken air. A man 
valuing himself as the organ of this or that dogma is 
a dull companion enough : but opinion native to the 
speaker is sweet and refreshing, and inseparable from 
his image. Neither do we by any means always go to 
people for conversation. IJow often to say nothing, 
—and yet must go; as a child will long for his com¬ 
panions, but among them plays by himself. ’Tis only 
presence which we want But one thing is certain, 
—at souie rate, Litercourse we must have. The ex¬ 
perience of retired men is positive,—that we lose our 
days and are barren of thought for want of some 
person to talk with. The understanding can no more 
empty itself by its own action than can a deal box 
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The clergyman walks from house to house all day 
all the year to give people the comfort of good talk. 
The physician helps them mainly jn th^ same way, Jiy 
healthy talk giving a right tone to the patient’s mind. 
The dinner, the walk, the fireside, all have that for 
f.heir main end 

See how Nature has secured the communication of 
knowledge. ’Tis certain that money does not more 
hum in a boy’s pocket than a piece of news bums in 
our memory until we can tell it. 4^nd, in higher 
activity of mind, every new perception is attended 
with a thrill of pleasure,‘.and the imparting of it to 
others is also attended with pleasure. Thought is 
the child, of the intellect, and this child is conceived 
with joy and born with joy. 

Conversation is the laboratory and workshop of 
the student. The affection or sympathy helps. The 
wi.sh to speak to the want of another mind assists to 
clear your own. A certain truth possesses us, which 
we in all ways strive to utter. Every time we say a 
thing in conversation, we get a mechanical advantage 
in detaching it well swid delivoriy. I prize the 
mechanics of conversation. ’Tis pulley and lever and 
screw. • To fairly disengage the mass, and send it 
jingling down, a good boulder,—a block of quartz 
and gold, to be worked up at leisure in the useful 
arts of life,—is a wonderful relief. 

What are the best days in memory? Those in 
which we met a'companion who was tr^ly such. How 
sweet those hours w’hen the day was not long enough 
to communicate and compare ouf intellectual jewels, 
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—the favourite passages of each book, the proud 
anecdotes of our heroes, the delicious verses we hail 
hoarded! What a paotive had then our solitary days! 
How the countenance of our friend still left some 
light after he had gone! We remember the time 
when the best gift we could ask of fortune was to fall 
in with a valuable companion in a ship’s cabin, or on 
a long journey in the old stage-coach, where, each 
passenger being forced to know every other, and 
other employments being out of question, conversation 
naturally flowed, people became rapidly acquainted, 
and, if well adapted, more Intimate in a day than if 
they had been neighbours for ycatu 

In youth, in the fury of curiosity and acquisition, 
the day is too short for books and the crowd of 
thoughts, and we sire impatient of intemiption. Later, 
when books tiro, thought has a more languid flow; 
and the days come when we are alarmed, and say 
there are no thoughts. “ What a barren-witted pate 
is mine!” the student says: “I will go and learn 
whether I have lost my reason.” He seeks intelli¬ 
gent persons, whether more ivise or less wise than he, 
who give him provocation, f^nd at once and easily the 
old motion “begins in his brain: thoughts, fancies, 
humours flow; the cloud lifts; the horizon broadens; 
and the infinite opulence of things is again shown 
him.' Hut the ri^ht conditions must be observed. 
Mainly he must have leave to be himself. Sancho 
Panza blessed the man who invented sleep. So I 
prize the good invention whereby everybody is pro¬ 
vided with somebody who is glad to see him. 
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If men are less when together thari they are alone, 
they are also in some respects enlarged. They kindle 
each other ; and such is the power of suggestion, that 
each sprightly story calls out more; arid sometin^ps a 
fact tliat had long slept in the reccssfes of memory 
hears the voice, is welcomed to daylight, and proves 
of rare value. Every metaphysician must have ob¬ 
served, not only that no thought is alone, but that 
thoughts commorfly go in pairs; though the related 
thoughts first appeared in his mind at long distances 
of time. Things are in pairs: a naturW fact 1ms only 
half its value, until a facti in moral nature, its counter¬ 
part is stated. Then J;hey confirm and adorn each 
other; a sCory is matched by another story. And 
that mejy he the reason why, when a gentleman has 
told a good thing, he immediately tells it again. 

Notliing seems so cheap as the benefit of conversa¬ 
tion : nothing is more rare. ’Tis wonderful how you 
axe balked and baffled. There is plenty of intelli¬ 
gence, reading, curiosity; but serious, happy dis¬ 
course, avoiding personalities, dealing with results, is 
rare: and I seldom meqt with a reading and thought¬ 
ful person but he tells me, as if it were his exceptional 
mishap, that he has no rompanion. 

Suppose such a one to go out exploring different 
circles in search of this wise and genial counterpart, 
—he might inquire far and wid«i. Conversation in 
society is found to be on a platform so low as to ex¬ 
clude science, the saint, and the poqj; Amidst all the 
gay banter, sentiment cannot profane ftsclf and venture 
out. The reply of old Isocratos comes so often to 
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mind,—“ Tho things which are now seasonable I can¬ 
not say; and for the things which I can say it is not 
now the time.” Besides, who can resist the charm of 
talent 1 The lover of letters loves power too. Among 
the men (jf i^it and learning, he could not withhold 
his homage from tho gaiety, grasp of memory, luclc, 
splendour, and speed; such exploits of discourse, such 
feats of society! What new powers, what mines of 
wealth ! But when ho came homc,‘his brave sequin^ 
were dry leaves. He found cither that the fact they 
had thus dizohed and adorned was of no value, or 
that he already knew all and more than all they had 
told him. He could not find, that he was helped by 
so much as one thought or principle, orie solid fact, 
one commanding impulse : groat was tho da&zle, but 
the gain was small. Ho uses his occasions; he seeks 
the company of those who have convivial talent. But 
the moment they meet, to be sure they begin to be 
something else than they wore; they play pranks, 
dance jigs, run on each other, pun, tell stories, tiy 
many fantastic tricks, imder some suiierstition that 
there must bo excitement aqd elevation;—and they 
kill conversation at once. I know well the rusticity 
of the shy hermit. No d&ubt he does not make 
allowance enough for men of more active blood and 
habit. But it is only on natural groimd that conver¬ 
sation cart be rich. It must not begin with uproar 
and vioience. Let it keep the ground, let it feel the 
connection with the battery. Mon must not be off 
their centres. 

• • 

Some men love only to talk where they are masters. 
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They like to go to school-girls, or to boys, or into the 
Shops where the sauntering people gladly lend an ear 
to any one. On these terms they give information, 
and please themselves by sallies and chat which are 
admired by the idlers : and the talker is at his ease 
and jolly, for he can walk out without ceremony when 
he pleases. They go rarely to their equals, and then 
as for their own convenience simply, making too 
duuch haste to introduce and impart their new whim 
or discovery; listen badly, or do not listen to the 
comment or to the thought by which the company 
strive to repay them; mthcr, as soon as their own 
speech is done, they take their hats. Then there are 
the gladiators, to whom it is always a battle ; ’tis no 
matter on which side, they fight for victory; then the 
heady men, the egotists, the monotones, the stcriles, 
and the impracticables. 

It does not help that you find as good or a better 
man than yourself, if he is not timed and fitted to 
you. The greatest suflerers are often those who have 
the most to say,—^men of a delicate sympathy, who 
are dumb in mixed company. Able people, if they 
do not know how to make allowance for them, par¬ 
alyse tiiem. One of those conceited prigs who value 
Nature only as it feeds and exhibits them is equally a 
pest with the roysterers. There must be large recep¬ 
tion as well as giving. How dcBghtful after* tliesc 
disturbers is the radiant, playful wit of—one whom 1 
need not name,—^for in every sodety these is his 
representative. Good-nature is stronger than toma¬ 
hawks. His conversation is all* pictures: ho can re- 
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produce whatever he has seen; ho tolls the best stoiy 
m the county, and is of such genial temper that he 
‘disposes all others irresistibly to good-humour and 
discourse. Diderot said of the Abb6 Galiani: “He 
was a treasure in rainy days; and if the cabinetmakers 
made such tilings, everybody would have one in the 
country.” 

One lesson wo learn early,—that, in spite of seem¬ 
ing difference, men are all of one pattern. We readily 
assume this with our mates, and are disappointed and 
angry if we find that we are premature, and that their 
watches are slower than ours. In fact, the only sin 
which we never forgive in each other is difference of 
opinion. Wo know beforehand that yonder man must 
think as we do. Has ho not two hands,—two feet,— 
hair and nails? Does he not eat,—^bleed,—^laugh,— 
cry ? His dissent from me is the veriest affectation. 
This conclusion is at once the logic of persecution 
and of love. And the ground of our indignation 
is our conviction that his dissent is some wilfulness 
he practises on himself. He checks the flow of his 
opinion, as the cross cow holds up her milk. Yes, 
and we look into his eye, and see that he knows it 
and hides hH eye from ours. 

But to come a little nearer to my mark, I am to 
say that there may easily be obstacles in the way of 
finding the pure ■ article we are in search of; but 
when we find it, it is worth the pursuit, for beside its 
comfort, as medieine and cordial, once in the right 
company, new and yast values do not fail to appear. 
All that man can do for man is to be found in that 
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market. There are great prizes in this game. Our 
fortunes in the world are as our mental equipment 
for this competition is. Yonder is a man who jaif 
answer the questions whicli I cannot. Is it*so? 
Hence-comes to me boundless ciuiosity ta know his 
experiences and his wit. Hence competition for the 
stakes dearest to man. What is a match at whist, or 
draughts, or billiards, or chess, to a match of mother- 
•wit, of knowleilge, and of resources ? However 
courteously we conceal it, it is social rank and spirit¬ 
ual power that are compared; whether in the parlour, 
the courts, the caucus, the senate, or the chamber of 
scienee,—which are only less or larger theatres for 
this competition. 

He that can define, he that can answer a question 
so as to admit of no further answer, is the best^man. 
Tlus was the meaning of the story of the Sphinx. In 
the old time commdrums were sent from king to king 
by ambassadors. The seven wise masters at Peri- 
ander’s banquet spent their time in answering them. 
The life of Socrates is a propounding and a solu¬ 
tion of these. So, in the hagiology of each nation, 
the lawgiver was in each case some man of elo¬ 
quent-tongue, whoso sympathy brought him face to 
face with the extremes of society. Jesus, Menu, the 
first Buddhist, Mahomet, Zertusht, Pythagoras, are 
examples. 

Jesus spent his life in discoursing with humble 
people on life* and duty, in givi«g wise ^answers, 
showing that he saw at a larger qpgle of vision, and at 
least silencing those who were not generous enough 
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to accept his thoughts. Luther spent his life so; 
and it is not his theologic works,—his “ Commentaiy 
*t)n,the Galatians,” and the rest, hut his “Table-Talk,” 
wliieh is still read by men. Dr. Johnson was a man 
of no profound mind,—full of English limitations, 
English politics, English Church, Oxford philosophy; 
yet having a large heart, mother-wit, and good sense, 
which impatiently overleaped his customary bounds, 
his conversation as reported by Boswell has a lasting^ 
charm. Conversalion is the vent of character as well 
as of thought; and Dr. Johnson impresses his com¬ 
pany, not only by the point'of the remark, but also, 
when the point fails, because he makes it His 
obvious religion or superstition, his deep wish that 
they should think so or so, weighs with them,—so 
rare is depth of feeling, or a eonstitutional value for 
a thought or opinion, among the light-minded men 
and women who make up society; and though thej' 
know that there is in the speaker a degree of short¬ 
coming, of insincerity, and of talking for victory, yet 
the existence of character, and habitual reverence for 
principles over talent or learning, is felt by the 
frivolous. 

One of the best records of the great German 
master, who towered over all his contemporaries in 
the first thirty years of this century, is his converaa- 
tions'a^ iworded'by Eckermanng and the “Table- 
Talk ” of Coleridge is one of the best remains of his 
genius. 

In the Norse legends, the gods of Valhalla, when 
they meet the Jotuns, convei-se on the perilous terms 
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that he who cannot answer the 6ther’s questions 
forfeits his own life. Odin conies to the threshold 
of the Jotun Waftrhudnir in disguise, calling himscU 
Gangrader; is invited into the hall, ahd told th^jt* he 
cannolj go out thence unless he can'answer every 
(question Waftrhudnir shall put. Waftrhudnir asks 
him the name of the god of the sun, and of the god 
who brings the night; what river separates the 
dwellings of the tons of the giants from those of the 
gods; what plain lies between the gods and Surtur, 
their adversary, etc.; all which the'disguised Odin- 
answers satisfactorily. Then it is his turn to interro¬ 
gate, and he is answered well for a time by the Jotun. 
At last he* puts a question which none but himself 
could answer: “ What did Odin wdiisper in the ear 
of his son Balder, when Balder mounted the funeral 
jiilel” The startled giant replies; “None of the 
gods knows what in the old time XHOU saidst in the 
ear of thy son: with death on my mouth have T 
spoken the fate-words of the generation of the .iSisir ; 
with Odin contended I in wise words. Thou must 
ever the wisest bo.” 

And still the gods and giants are so known, and 
still they play the salie game in aH the million 
mansions of heaven and of earth; at aU tables, clubs, 
and tUe-h-Utes, the lawyers in the court-house, the 
senators in the capitol, the doctors in thb academy, 
the wits in the hotel. Best is he who pves an 
answer that cannot be answered ag^n. Omnis dejmitio 
periculosa est, and only wit has the sdbret. ’the same 
thing took place when Leibnitz #ame to visit Newton ; 
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when Schiller came to Goethe; when France, in the 
person of Madame de Sta6l, visited Goethe amt 
Schiller; when Hegel was the guest of Victor Cousin 
in "Paris; when Linnaeus was the guest of Jussieu. 
It happened many years ago, that an Anjerican 
chemist carried a letter of introduction to Dr. Dalton 
of Manchester, England, the author of the theory of 
atomic proportions, and was coolly enough received 
by the Doctor in the laboratory where he was, 
engaged. Only Dr. Dalton scratched a formula on a 
scrap of paper and pushed it towards the gixest,— 
“Had he seen that?” T^ie visitor scratched on 
another paper a formula describing some results of 
his own with sulphuric acid, and pushed it across the 
table,—“Had he seen that?” The attention of the 
English chemist was instantly arrested, and they 
became rapidly acquainted. To answer a question so 
as to admit of no reply, is the test of a man,—to 
touch bottom every time. Hyde, Earl of Rochester, 
!isked Lord-Keeper Guilford, “Do you not think 1 
could understand any business in England in a 
month?” “Yes, my Lord,” replied the other, “but 
I think you would understand it better in two months.” 
^Vhen Edward I. claimed to Le acknowledged Ijy the 
Scotch (1292) as lord paramoimt, the nobles of Scot¬ 
land replied: “ No answer can be made while the 
throne, is ^acant.” , When Henry III. (1217) plead 
duress a^inst his people demanding confirmation and 
execution of the pharter, the reply was; “If this 
were adnaitted, uvil wars could never close but by 
the extirpation of one, of the contending parties.” 
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What can you do with one of these sharp respond¬ 
ents? What can you do with an eloquent man? 
No rules of debate, no contempt of court, no exclq* 
sions, no gag-laws can be contrived,* that his ^flrst 
syllable will not set aside or overstep and annul. You 
can shut out the light, it may be; but can you shut 
out gravitation? You may condemn his book; but 
can you fight against his thought? That is always 
too nimble for you, anticipates you, and breaks out 
victorious in some other quarter. Can you stop the 
motions of good sense ? What can yon do with Beau¬ 
marchais, who converts the censor whom the court 
has appointed to stifle^his play into an ardent advo¬ 
cate ? Th» court appoints another censor, who shall 
crush it’this time. Beaumarchais persuades liim to 
defend it. The court successively appoints three 
more severe inquisitors; Beaumarchais converts'them 
all into triumphant vindicators of the play which is 
to bring in the Eevolution. Who can stop the mouth 
of Luther,—of Newton,—of Franklin,—of Mirabeau, 
—of Talleyrand ? 

These masters can make good their own place, anil 
need no pUtron. Every variety of gift—ijcience, re- 
ligion^ politics, letters, art, prudence, war, or love— 
has its vent and exchange in conversation. Conver¬ 
sation is the Ol 3 mipio games whither every superior 
gift resorts to assert and approye itselfj—apd, of 
course, the inspirations of powerful and public men, 
with the rest But it is not this class,—whom the 
splendour of their accomplishment Mmost fnevitably 
guides into the vortex of ambit^n, makes them chan- 
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coUorB and commanders of council and of action, and 
makes them at last fatalists,—not these whom we 
}iow consider. We consider those who are interested 
in 'thoughts, their own and other men’s, and who de¬ 
light in comparing them, who think it the highest 
compliment they can pay a man, to deal with him as 
an intellect, to expose to him the grand and cheerful 
secrets perhaps never opened to their daily com¬ 
panions, to share with him the sj)her3 of freedom and 
the simplicity of truth. 

But.tho best-conversation is rare. Society seems to 
have agreed to treat fictions as realities, and realities 
as fictions; and the simple lover of truth, especially 
if on very high grounds,—as a religious or-intellectual 
seeker,—finds himself a stranger and alien. 

It is possible that the best conversation is between 
two persons who can talk only to each other. Kven 
Montesquieu confessed that, in conversation, if he 
perceived he was listetied to by a third person, it 
seemed to him from that moment the whole question 
vanished from his mind. I have known pei'sons of 
rare ability who were heavy company to good, social 
men who know well enough how to draw out others 
of retiring habit; and, moreover, were heavy to in¬ 
tellectual men who ought to have kno'wn them. And 
does it never occur that we, perhaps, live with people 
too superior to be soon,—as there are musical notes 
too high for the scale of most ears! There are men 
who are great only to one or two companions of more 
opportunity, or more adapted. 

It was to meet these wants that in all civil nations 
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attempts have been made to organise "conversation by 
bringing together cultivated people under the most 
favourable conditions. ’Tis certain there was libera] 
and refined conversation in the Greek, m the lioiaan, 
and in, the Middle Age. There was a\imp when in 
France a revolution occurred in domestic architecture; 
when the houses of the nobility, wliich, up to that 
time, had been constructed on feudal necessities, in a 
Jiollow square,—the ground-floor being resigned to 
offices and stables, and the floors above to rooms of 
state and to lod^ng-rooms,—were rebuilt with new 
purpose. It was the Marcliioness of Rambouillet who 
first got the horses out .of and the scholars into the 
palaces, having constructed her Mtel with a view to 
society, "With superb suites of drawing-rooms on the 
same floor, and broke through the mmjm of etiquette 
by inviting to her house men of wit and learning as 
well as men of rank, and piqued tlie emulation of 
Cardinal Richelieu to rival assemblies, and so to the 
founding of the French Academy. The history of the 
H6tel Rambouillet and its brilliant circles makes an 
important date in French civilisation. And a history 
of clubs from early antiquity, tracing the •efforts to 
secure .liberal and refineH conversation,* through the 
Greek and Roman to the Middle Age, and thence 
down through French, English, and German memoirs, 
tracing the clubs and coteries in e£u;h counfiy, would 
be an important chapter in history. We know well 
the Mermaid CHub, in London, of ^hakspeare, Ben 
Jonson, Chapman, Herrick, Selden, ’Beaumont and 
Fletcher; its “ Rules ” are preserved, and many allu- 
VOL. V. 2 G 
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sions to thoir slippers are found in Jonson, Herrick, 
and in Aubrey. Anthony Wood has many details of 
Barrington’s Club. Dr. Bentley’s Club held Newton, 
Wren, Evelyn," and Locke; and we owe to Boswell 
our knowledge of the club of Dr. Johnson, Goldsmith, 
Burke, Gibbon, Reynolds, Garrick, Beauclerk, and 
Percy. And we have records of the brilliant society 
that Edinburgh boasted in the first decade of this 
century. Such societies are possible only in great 
cities, and are the compensation which these can make 
to their dweUol’s for depriving them of the free inter¬ 
course with Nature. Every, scholar is surrounded by 
wiser men than he—if they, cannot write as well. 
Cannot they meet and exchange results to their 
mutual benefit and delight 1 It was a pathetic experi¬ 
ence when a genial and accomplished person said to 
me, looking from his coimtry home to the capital of 
Now England : “ There is a town of two hundred thou¬ 
sand people, and not a chair in it for me.” If he were 
sure to find at No. 2000 Tremont Street what scholars 
were abroad after the morning studies were ended, 
Boston would shine as the New Jerusalem to his eyes. 

Now this want of adapted society is mutual. The 
man of thougJit, the man of letters, the man of s,cience, 
the administrator skilful in affairs, the man of manners 
and culture, whom you so much wish to find,—each 
of these i^ wishing to be found. Each wishes to open 
his thought, his knowledge, his social skill to the day¬ 
light in ^our conjpany and affection, %nd to exchange 
his gifts for yoftrs; and the first hint of a select and 
intelligent company js welcome. 
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But the club must be self-protecting, and obstacles 
arise at the outset. There arc people who cannot 
well be cultivated, whom you must keep down and 
quiet if you can. There are those who have the in¬ 
stinct of a bat to fly against any lighted candle and 
put it out,—marplots and contradictors. -I'hero are 
those who go only to talk, and those who go only to 
hear: both are bad. A right rule for a club would 
be,—Admit no man whose presence excludes any one 
topic. It requires people who are not surprised and 
shocked, who do and let do, and let* be, who sink 
trifles, and know solid v^ilues, and who take a great 
deal for granted. 

It is always a practical difficulty with clubs to 
regnlate*ihe laws of electiofi so as to exclude peremp¬ 
torily every social nuisance. Nobody wishes bad 
manners. We must have loyalty and character. ' The 
poet Marvell was wont to say “ that he would not 
drink wine with any one Tvith whom he could not 
trust his life.” But neither can we afford to be super¬ 
fine. A man of irreproachable behaviour and excel¬ 
lent sense preferred on his travels taking his chance 
at a hotel fof company, to the charging hiipself with 
too mapy select letters ofiintroduction. Jle confessed 
he liked low company. He said the fact was incon¬ 
testable, that the society of gipsies was more attractive 
than that of bishops. The girl des^ts the parlom for 
the kitchen; the boy, for the wharf. Tutdts and 
parents cannot interest him like the uproarious con¬ 
versation he finds in the market or t^wdock. * I know 
a scholar, of some experience in ^amps, who said that 
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I he liked, in a bar-room, to tell a few coon stories, and 
put himself on a good footing with the company; 
^hcn he could be as silent as ho chose. A scholar 
do'es not wish' to be always pumping his brains; he 
wants gossips. The black-coats are good company 
only for black-coats; but when the manufacturers, 
merchants, and shipmasters meet, see how much they 
have to say, and how long the conversation lasts! 
They have come from many zones; they have tra^ 
versed wide countries ; they know each his own arts, 
and tho cunning artisans of his craft; they have seen 
the best and the worst of, men. Their knowledge 
contradicts the popular opinion and your own on 
many points. Things which you fancy»wrong they 
know to 1)0 right and profitable; things which you 
reckon superstitious they know to be true. They 
have' found virtue in the strangest homes; and in 
the rich store of their adventures arc instances and 
examples which you have been seeking in vain for 
years, and wliieh they suddenly and unwittingly offer 
you. 

I remember a social experiment in this direction, 
wherein ij appeared that eacli of the menibers fancied 
he was in peed of society^ but himself unpresent¬ 
able. On trial they all found that they could be 
tolerated by, and could tolerate, each other. Nay, 
the tendency to extreme self-respect which hesitated 
to join'in a club was running rapidly down to abject 
admiration of each other, when the club was broken 
up by ndw combinations. 

Tho use of the hdspitality of the club hardly needs 



IX.] 


CLUBS. 


463 


explanation. Men arc unbent and social at table; 
and I remember it was explained to me, in a Souther^ 
city, that it was impossible to set any .public chaiity 
on foot unless through a tavern dinner. I do’not 
think (fur metropolitan charities would plead the same 
necessity; but to a club met for conversation a supper 
is a good basis, as it di.sarms all parties, and puts 
jicdantry and business to the door. All are in good 
humour and at leisure, which are the first conditions 
of discourse; the ordinary reserves a#'e throyn off, 
experienced men meet with the freedom of boys, and, 
sooner or later, impart ^1 that is singular in their 
experience. ^ * 

The hospitalities of clulis are easily exaggerated. 
No doubt the suppers of. wits and philosophers acquire 
much lustre by time and renown. Plutarch, Xeno- 
[ihon, and Plato, who have celebrated each a banquet 
of their set, have given us next to no data of the 
viands; and it is to be believed that an indifferent 
tavern dinner in such society was more relished by 
the umvms than a much better one in worse company. 
Herrick’s verses to Beii'Jonson no doubt paint the 
fact:— 

“ When we such clusters had 
As made ns nobly wild, not mad ; 

And yet, each verse of thine 

Outdid the meat, outdid the frolic wiiy.” 

Such friends make the feast satisfying ; and I notice 
that it was whifti things went prosjjtejously, And the 
company was full of honour, at athe banquet of the 
Cid, that “ the guests all were jdyful, and agreed in 
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one thing,—that they had not eaten better for three 
years.” 

* I need only hint the value of the club for bringing 
masters in tljeir several arts to compare and expand 
their views, to come to an understanding on these 
points, and so that their united opinion shall have its 
just influence on public questions of education and 
politics. ’Tis agreed that in the sections of the 
British Association more information is mutually and 
effectually coijimunicated, in a few hours, than in 
many months of ordinary correspondence, and the 
printing and transmission o'i ponderous reports. We 
know that Vhomme de letlres 'is a little wary, and not 
fond of giving away his ..seed-corn; but there is an 
infallible way to draw him out, namely, by having as 
good as ho. If you have Tuscaroora and he Canada, 
he may exchange kernel for kernel. If his discretion 
is incurable, and he dare not speak of fairy gold, he 
will yet tell what new books he has found, what old 
ones recovered, what men write and read abroad. A 
principal purpose also is the hospitality of the club, 
as a means of receiving a worthy foreigney with mutual 
advantage. 

Every man brings into society some partial 'thought 
and local culture. Wo need range and alternation of 
topics, a^d variety of minds. One likes in a com- 
panibn a phlegm which it is a triumph to disturb, and, 
not less, to make in an old acquaintance unexpected 
discoveries of icftpe and power through the advantage 
of an inspiring subject Wisdom is like electricity. 
There is no permaifently wise man, but men capable 
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of wisdom, who, being put into certain company, or 
other favoui'able conditions, become wise for a short 
time, as glasses rubbed acquire electric power for 
while. But, while we look complacently at iiioi 
obvious pleasures and values of good compsjpions, I do 
not forget that Nature is always very much in earnest, 
and that her great gifts have something serious and 
stern. When wo look for the highest benefits of con- 
*versation, tho Spartan rule of one to one is usually 
enforced. Discourse, when it rises highest and 
searches deepest, when it lifts us into*that mhod out 
of which thoughts come* that remain as stars in our 
firmament, is between two. 




COUEAGE. 


I OBSERVE that there are three qualities which 
conspicuously attract the wonder and revefence of 
mankind:— 

1. Disinterestedness, as shown in indifference to 
the oi^inal’y bribes and influences of conduct,—a 
purpose so sincere and generous that it cannot be 
tempted aside by any prospects of wealth or^ other 
private advantage. Self-love is, in almost all men, 
such an over-weight, that tliey are incredulous of a 
man’s habitual preference of the general good to his 
own; but when they see it proved by sacrifices of 
ease, wealth, rank, and of life itself, there is no limit 
to their admiration. J'his has made the power of 
the saints of the East and West, who hfare led the 
religion of great natioite. Self-sacrifice is the real 
miracle out of which all the reported miracles grew. 
This makes the renown of the heroes of Greece 
and Kome,—of Socrates, Aristides, and Phocion; of 
Quintus Curtius, Cato, and Regulus ; of Hatem Tai’s 
hospitality; oi Chatham, whose scqfnful magnanimity 
gave him immense popularity: of Washington, giving 
his service to the public without salary or reward. 
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2. Practical power. Men admire the man who 
can organise their wishes and thoughts in ston6 
l«n^ wood and steel and brass,—the man who can 
build the boat, who has the impiety to make the 
rivers run, the way ho wants them, who can lead 
his telegraph through the ocean from shore to shore; 
who, sitting in his closet, can lay out the plans of 
a campaign,—sea-war and land-war; such that the 
best generals and admirals, when all'is done, see tl^at* 
they must thank him for success; the power of better 
combination and foresight, however exliibited, which, 
whether it only plays a game of chess, or whether 
more loftily, a cunning mathematician, penetrating 
the cubic weights of stars, j)redict8 the planet wliich 
eyes had never seen; or whether, exploring the 
chemical elements whereof we and the world are 
made, and seeing their secret, Franklin draws off 
the lightning in his hand, suggesting that one day 
a wiser geology shall make the earthquake harmless 
and the volcano an agricultural resource. Or here 
is one who, seeing the wishes of men, knows how to 
come at their end; whispers to this friend, argues 
down that adversary, moulds society to his purpose, 
and looks at‘ all men as wix for his hands—--takes 
command of them as the wind does of clouds, as the 
mother does of the child, or the man that knows 
more<dpes* of the-man that knows less; and leads 
them in glad surprise to the very point where they 
would bq: this mfln is followed with acclamation. 

3. The thini exfjellence is courage, the perfect 
will, which no terrors can shake, which is attracted 
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by frowns or threats or hostile arinies, nay, needs 
'these to awake and fan its reserved energies into a 
pure flame, and is never quite itself until the hasaid 
is extreme; then it is serene and fertile, and all its 
powers play well. There is a Hercules, ^ Achilles, 
a Kustem, an Arthur, or a Cid, in the m 3 rthology of 
every nation ; and in authentic history, a Leonidas, a 
Scipio, a Caesar, a liichard Coour de Lion, a Cromwell, 
a Nelson, a Great Cond6, a Bertrand du Guesclin,- a 
Doge Dandolo, a Napoleon, a Massena, and Ney. 
’Tis said courage is common, but theWmen^ esteem 
in which it is held proves it to be rare. Animal 
resistance, the instinct of the male animal when 
comercid, fs no doubt common ; but the pure article, 
courage with eyes, courage with conduct, self-posses¬ 
sion at the cannon’s mouth, cheerfulness in _loncly 
adherence to the right, is the endowment of elevated 
characters. I need not show how much it is esteemed, 
for the people give it tlic first rank. They forgive 
everything to it. What an ado we make through 
two thousand years about Thermopylie and Salamis! 
What a memory of P.oitiers and Crccy, and Bunker 
Hill, and Washington’s endurance! And any man 
who puts his life in pe#l in a cause wlfich is esteemed 
becomes the darling of all men. -The very nursery- 
books, the ballads which delight boys, the romances 
which delight men, the favouiite topics of eloquence, 
the thunderous emphasis which orators give to every 
martial defiance and passage of apis, and^which the 
people greet, may testify. Hjw sfiort a time since 
this whole nation rose every morning to read or to 
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hear the traits of courage of its sons and brothers in 
the field, and was never weary of the theme! We 
kave had examples of men who, for showing efiective 
courage on a single occasion, have become a favourite 
sj)ectacle tp nations, and must be brought in chariots 
to every mass meeting. 

Men are so charmed with valour, that they have 
pleased themselves with being called lions, leopards, 
eagles, and dragons, from the animals contemporary • 
with us in the geologic formations. But the animals 
have grfeat advantage of us in precocity. Touch the 
snapping-turtle with a stick, and he seizes it with his 
teeth. Cut off his head, and .the teeth will not let 
go the stick. Break the egg of the young, and the 
little embryo, before yet the eyes are open, bites 
fiercely ; these vivacious creatures contriving,—shall 
we say 1—not only to bite after they are dead, but 
also to bite before they are bom. 

But man begins life helpless. The babe is in 
paroxysms of fear the moment its nurse loaves it 
alone, and it comes so slowly to any power of. self- 
protection, that mothers say the salvation of the life 
and health*of a young child is a perpetual miracle. 
The terrors of the child ard’ quite reasonable,* and 
add to his loveliness; for his utter ignorance and 
weakness, and his enchanting indignation on such 
a small basis of capital, compel every bystander to 
take his part. Every moment, as long as he is 
awake, he studies,»the use of his eyes, ears, hands, 
and feet, learning how to meet and avoid his dangers, 
and thus every hour loses one terror more. But this 



X.] 


COUlufeE. 


461’ 


education stops too soon. A large 'majority of men 
•l)eing bred in families, and beginning early to be 
occupied day by day with some routine of safe 
industry, never come to the rough experiences, Jhat 
make, the Indian, the soldier, or thS fijjntiersman 
self-subsistent and fearless. Hence the high price 
of courage indicates the general timidity. “Man¬ 
kind,” said Franklin, “ are dastardly when they meet 
, with opposition.* In war even, generals are seldom 
found eager to give battle. Tjord Wellington said, 
“uniforms were often masks;” and’again, *“When 
my journal appears, mavy statues must come down.” 
The Norse Sagas relate that when Bishop Magne 
reproved King Sigurd for bis wicked divorce, the 
priest *who attended the bishop, expecting every 
moment when the savage king would burst with rage 
and slay his superior, said “that ho saw the sky no 
bigger than a calf-skin.” And I remember when a 
pair of Irish girls, who had been run away with in a 
waggon by a skittish horse, said that, when he began 
to rear, they were so frightened that they could not 
see the horse. 

Cowardice shuts the eyes till the sky is* not larger 
than calf-skin; shutsi the eyes so that we cannot 
see the horse that is ninning away with us; worse, 
shuts the eyes of the mind and chills the heart 
Fear is cruel and mean. The, political reigns of 
terror have been reigns of madness and mali^ity,—a 
total perversion of opinion; sociej^ is upside down, 
and its best men are thought too ball to live. Then 
the protection which a house, a ^mily, neighbourhood 
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and property, even the first accumulation of savings, 
gives, goes in all times to generate this taint of the re-, 
spectable classes. Voltaire said: “One of the chief mis- 
fortiuues of honest people is that they are cowardly.” 
Those political' parties which gather-in the w^ll-dis- 
posed portion of the community,—how infirm and 
ignoble 1 what white lips they have! always on the 
defensive, as if the lead were entrusted to the journals, 
often ■written in great part by women and boys, who, 
■without strength, ■wish to keep up the appearance of 
strength. TheJ' can do the hurras, the placarding, 
the flags,—and the voting, if ,it is a fair day; but the 
aggressive attitude of men wIkj ■will have right done, 
will no longer be bothered with burglars and ruffians 
in the streets, counterfeiters in public offices, and 
thieves on the bench; that part, the part of the leader 
and soul of the vigilance committee, must be taken 
by stout and sincere men who are really angry and 
determined. In ordinary, we have a snappish criti¬ 
cism which watches and contradicts the opposite 
party. We want the will which advances and dic¬ 
tates. When we get an advantage, as in Congress 
the other day, it is because our adversary has com¬ 
mitted a fault} not that we hp,ve taken the initiiative 
and given the law,. Nature has made up her mind 
that what cannot defend itself shall not be defended. 
Compljiinin^ never ,SO loud, and •with never so much 
reason, is of no use. One heard much cant of peace- 
parties long ago i^ Kansas and elsewh/jre, that their 
strength lay in ‘the greatness of their ■wrongs, and 
dissuading all resistance, as if to make this strength 



X.] 


COUKAGte. 


463 ■ 


greater. But were their wrongs gi-eater than the 
negro’s 1 and what kind of strength did they ever 
give him? It was always invitation to the tyranj^ 
and bred disgust in those who would protect^the 
victinn What cannot stand must fall; and the 
measure of our sincerity, and therefore of t^ie respect 
of men, is the amount of health and wealth we will 
hazard in the defence of our right. An old fanner, 
^my neighbour across the fence, when I ask him if he 
is not going to town-meeting, says: “No:^ ’tis no 
use balloting, for it will not stay; but what you do 
with the gun will stay^ so.” Nature has charged 
every one with his own defence as with his own 
support, and the only title I can have to your help is 
when I** have manfully jhit forth all the means I 
possess to keep mo, and, being overborne by odds, 
the bystanders have a natural wish to interfere and 
.see fair play. 

But with this pacific education, we have no readi¬ 
ness for bad times. I am much mistaken if every 
man who went to the army in the late war had not a 
lively curiosity to know how he should behave in 
action. TSnder, amiable boys, who had, never en¬ 
countered any rougher |)lay than a base-ball match 
or a fishing cxcui-sion, were suddenly drawn up to 
face a bayonet charge or capture a battery. Of course, 
they must each go into that action with a tjertain 
despair. Each whispers to himself: “ My ekertions 
must be of sm^ll account to the result; only will the 
benignant Heaven save me from disgracii% myself 
and my friends and my State. iKe! 0 yes, I can well 
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die; but I cannot aiford to misbehave; and I do not 
know how I shall feel.” So great a soldier as the old 
^reijch Marshal Montluc acknowledges that he has 
oftfep trembled'with fear, and recovered courage when 
he had said a prayer for the occasion. I knew a 
young soldier who died in the early campaign, who 
confided to his sister that he had made up his mind 
to volunteer for the war. “ I have not,” he said, 
“ any proper courage, but I shall never let any one 
find it oui” And he had accustomed himself always 
to go into whatever place of danger, and do whatever 
he was afraid to do, setting a dogged resolution to 
resist this natural infirmity. Coleridge has preserved 
an anecdote of an officer in the British •-Navy, who 
told him that when he, in his first boat expedition, a 
midslupman in his fourteenth year, accompanied Sir 
Alexander Ball, “ as we were rowing up to the vessel 
we were to attack, amid a discharge of musketry, I 
was overpowered with fear, my knees shook, and I 
was ready to faint away. Lieutenant Ball seeing me, 
placed himself close beside me, took hold of my hand 
and whispered, ‘ Courage, my dear boy! you will 
recover in^ minute or so; I was just the' same when 
I first went out in this way^ It was as if an angel 
spoke to me. From that moment I was as fearless 
and as forward as the oldest of the boat’s crew. But 
I dare^ not‘think wjiat would have become of me, if, 
at thatffioment, he had scoffed and exposed me.” 

Einowledgo is the antidote to feai;,—Knowledge, 
Use, and'Eeasonj with its higher aid& The child is 
as much in danger frpm a staircase, or the fire-grate, 
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or a bath-tub, or a cat, as the soldier from a cannon 
or an ambush. Each surmounts the fear as fast as he 
precisely understands the peril, and learns the m^affte 
of resistanca Each is liable to panic, which is, 
exactly, the terror of ignorance surrendered to the 
imagination. Knowledge is the encourager, know¬ 
ledge that takes fear out of the heart, knowledge and 
use, which is knowledge in practice. They can 
.conquer who believe they can. It is he who has done 
the deed once who does not shrink from attempting it 
again. It is the groom who knows the jumping 
horse well who can safely ride him. It is the veteran 
soldier, who, seeing the flash of the cannon, can step 
aside from l9io path of the ball. Use makes a better 
soldier than the most urgent considerations of duty,— 
familiarity with danger enabling him to estimat.e the 
danger. He sees how. much is the risk, and is not 
afflicted with imagination ; knows practically Marshal 
Saxe’s rule, that every soldier killed costs the enemy 
his weight in lead. 

The sailor loses fear as fast as he acquiree command 
of sails and spars an^ steam; the frontiersman, 
when he has a perfect rifle and has acquired a sure 
aim. .To the sailor’s eaq)erierice every* new circum¬ 
stance suggests what he must do. The terrific chances 
which make the hours and the minutes long to the 
passenger, he whiles away by incessant ap^ication of 
expedients and repairs. To him a leak, a hurricane, 
or a waterspout, is so much work,j—no moje. The 
hunter is not alarmed by bears, catamounts, or wolves, 
nor the grazier by his bull, noir the dog-breeder by 
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his bloodhound, "nor an Arab by the simoom, nor a 
farmer by a fire in the woods. The forest on fire 
iBoke discouraging enough to a citizen: the farmer is 
skilful to fight it. The neighbours run together; 
with pine .boughs they can mop out the fliamp, and, 
by raking with the hoe a long but little trench, 
confine to a patch the fire which would easily spread 
over a hundred acres. 

In short, courage consists in eqifality to the prob-,, 
lem before us. The schoolboy is daunted before 
his tutor by a question of arithmetic, because he does 
not yet command the simple steps of the solution 
which the boy beside him ha^ mastered. These once 
seen, he is as cool as Archimedes, and Cheerily pro- 
eeeds a step farther. Courage is equality to the prob¬ 
lem, in affairs, in science, in trade, in council, or in 
action; consists in the conviction that the agents with 
whom you contend are not superior in strength or 
resources or spirit to you. The general must stimu¬ 
late the mind of his soldiers to the perception that 
they are men, and the enemy is no more. Know¬ 
ledge, yes; for the danger of dangers is illusion. The 
eye is easily daunted; and the drums, flags, shining 
helmets, beard, and raustaclvs of the soldier have con¬ 
quered you long .before his sword or bayonet reaches 
you. 

Bv.t we do not exhaust the. subject in the slight 
analysis; we must not forget the variety of tempera¬ 
ments, each of wj|iich qualifies this power of resistance. 
It is observed “that men with little imagination are 
less fearful; they .wait till they feel pain, whilst 
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others of more sensibility anticyjate it, and suffer in 
the fear of the pang more acutely than in the pang. 
’Tis certain that the threat is sometimes more foi^iM- 
able than the stroke, and ’tis possible that the be¬ 
holders suffer more keenly than the victims. Bodily 
pain is superficial, seated usually in the skiu and the 
extremities, for the sake of giving us warning to put 
us on our guard; not in the vitals, where the rupture 
*that produces death is perhaps not felt, and the victim 
never knew what hurt him. Pain is superficial, and 
therefore fear is. The torments of martyrdoms are 
probably most keenly felt by the bystanders. The 
torments are illusory. .The fir.st suffering is the last 
sufferinfj, tile later hurts being lost on insensibility. 
Our affections and wishes for the external welfare of 
the hero tumultuously rush to expression in tea^s and 
outcries; but we, like him, subside into indifferency 
and defiance when we perceive how short is the 
longest arm of malice, how serene is the sufferer. 

It is plain that there is no separate essence called 
courage, no cup or cell in the brain, no vessel in the 
heart containing drops.or atoms that make or give 
this virtue; but it is the right or healt)^ state of 
every man, when he is Jreo to do that •which is con¬ 
stitutional to him to do. It is directness,—the instant 
performing of that which ho ought. The thoughtful 
man says, you differ from me in opinion and methods; 
but do you not see that I cannot think or act other¬ 
wise than I d«? that my way of Jiving is^ organic? 
And to be really strong we must adhere to our own 
means. On organic action all strength depends. Hear 
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what women say of doing a task by sheer force of 
will: it costs them a fit of sickness. Plutarch related 
tlwit the P 3 rthoness who tried to prophesy without 
command in the Temple at Delphi, though she per¬ 
formed the usual rites, and inlialed the air of the 
cavern standing on the tripod, fell into convulsions, 
and died. Undoubtedly there is a temperamental 
courage, a warlike blood, which loves a fight, does not 
feel itself except in a quarrel, as one sees in wasps, oi-j 
ants, or cocks, or cats. The like vein appears in cer¬ 
tain races of men and in individuals of every race. In 
every school there are certain fighting boys; in every 
society, the contradicting men; in every town, bravoes 
and bullies, better or worse dressed, fancy-ffien. patrons 
of the cock-pit and the ring. Courage is fempera- 
mental, scientific, ideal. Swedenborg has left this 
record of his king: “Chaides XII., of Sweden, did 
not know what that was which others called fear, nor 
what that spurious valour and daring that is excited 
by inebriating draughts, for he never tasted any liquid 
but pure water. Of him we may say, that he led a 
life more remote from death, and in fact lived more, 
than any tther man.” It was told of the Prince of 
Cond6, “ that/ there not being a more furious man in 
the world, danger in fight never disturbs him more 
than just to make him civil, and to command in words 
of great obUgation to his officers and men, and with¬ 
out any the least disturbance to his judgment or 
spirit.” Each has, his own courage, as .his own talent; 
but the courag#of the tiger is one, and of the horse 
another. The dog that scorns to fight, will fight for 
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his master. The llama Uiat will carry a load if you 
caress him, will refuse food and die if he is scourged. 
The fuiy of onset is one, and of c^ilm endurance 
another. There is a courage of the caljinet as w5l as 
a courage of the field; a courage of manner^ in private 
assemblies, and another in public assemblies; a cour¬ 
age which enables one man to speak masterly to a 
ho.stile company,,whilst another man who can easily 
face a cannon’s mouth dares not open his own. 

There is a courage of a merchant in deallpg with 
his trade, by wliich dangerous turns of aflairs are met 
and prevailed over. Merchants recognise as much 
gallantry, well judged too, in the conduct of a wise 
and upright man of business, in difficult times, as 
soldiers in a soldier. 

There is a courage in the treatment of every art 
by a master in architecture, in sculpture, in painting, 
or in poetry, each cheering the mind of the spectator 
or receiver as by true strokes of genius, which yet 
nowise implies the presence of physical valour in the 
artist This is the courage of genius, in every kind. 
A certain quantity of f)ower belongs to a certain 
quantity of faculty. The beautiful voice at church 
goes Bcftmding on, and efivers up in its volume, as in 
a cloak, all the defects of the choik The singers, I 
observe, all yield to it, and so the fair singer indulges 
her instinct, and dares, and dares, because sh® Snows 
she can. 

It gives the cutting edge to everf grofessien. The 
judge puts his mind to the tanglw of contradictions in 
the case, squarely accosts the qfiestion, and, by not 
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being afraid of it, by dealing with it as business which 
must be disposed of, he sees presently that common 
anthmetic and .common methods apply to this affair. 
Perseverance s;trips it of all peculiarity, and ranges it 
on the same ground as other business. Morphy played 
a daring game in chess ; the daring was only an illu¬ 
sion of the spectator, for the player sees his move to 
be well fortified and safe. You niay see the same 
dealing in criticism; a new book astonishes for a few' 
days, takes itsplf out of common jurisdiction, and 
nobody knows what to say of it; but the scholar is 
not deceived. The old principles which books exist 
to express are more beautiful than any book; and 
out of love of the reality he is an expert judge how 
far the book has approached it and where it has come 
short' In all applications ’tis the same power,— 
the habit of reference to one’s own mind, as the home 
of all truth and counsel, and which can easily dispose 
of any book because it can very well do without all 
books. When a confident man comes into a company 
magnifying this or that author ho has freshly read, 
the company grow silent and'ashamed of, their ignor¬ 
ance. But I remember the old professor, whose 
searching mind engraved eveS'y woi-d he spoke ‘on the 
memory of the class, when we asked if he had read 
this or thajt shining novelty, “No, I have never read 
that Book; ” instahtly the book lost credit, and was 
not to be heard of again. 

Every creatijrt has a courage of his constitution 
fit for his duties Archimedes, the courage of a 
geometer to stick to his diagram, heedless of the 
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siege and sack of the city; and the Roman soldier 
ftis faculty to strike at Archimedes. Each is strong, 
relying on his own, and each is betrayed when, Mb 
seeks in liimself the courage of others. 

Captain John Brown, the hero of Kansas, said to 
mo in conversation, that “for a settler in a new 
country, one good, believing, strong-minded man. is 
worth a hundred, nay, a thousand men without char- 
lacter, and that the right men will give a permanent 
direction to the fortunes of a State. As for the bully¬ 
ing drunkards of which armies are usually made up, 
ho thought cholera, smallpox, and consumption as 
valuable recruits.” Ha hold the belief that courage 
and chagtitj- are silent concerning themselves. He 
said: “ As soon as 1 hoar one of my men say, ‘Ah, let 
me only get my eye on such a man. I’ll bring him 
down,’ I don’t expect much aid in the fight from that 
talker. ’Tis the quiet, peaceable men, the men of 
principle, that make the best soldiers.” 

“ ’Tis still observed those men most valiant are 
Who are most modest ere they came to war.” 

True courage is not ostentatious; mcn»who wish 
to inspire terror seem thereby to confeSs themselves 
cowards. Why do they rely on it, .but because they 
know how potent it is with themselves 1 

The true temper has genial influencea It, makes 
a bond of imion between enemiea Governor Wise of 
Virginia, in the^record of his first iijtorviews^with his 
prisoner, appeared to great advajitagS. If Governor 
Wise is a superior man, or inasmwch as he is a superior 
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man, lio distinguishes John Brown. As they confer, 
they understand each other swiftly; each respects the 
ofoer. If opportunity allowed, they would prefer each 
other’s society and desert their former companions. 
Enemies would become affectionate. Ilectoc and 
Achilles, Richard and Saladin, WeUington and Soult, 
General Daumas and Abdel Kader, become aware that 
they are nearer and more alike than any other two, 
and, if their nation and circumstance did not keep i 
them apart, would run into each other’s arms. 

See, loo, what good contagion belongs to it. Every¬ 
where it finds its own with magnetic affinity. Cour¬ 
age of the soldier awakes the courage of woman. 
Florence Nightingale brings lint and the* blessing of 
her shadow. Heroic women ofl'or themselves as nurses 
of thci brave veteran. The troop of Virginian infantry 
that had marched to guard the prison of John Brown 
ask leave to pay their respects to the prisoner. Poetry 
and eloquence catch the hint, and soar to a pitch 
imknown before. Everything feels the new breath, 
except the old doting, nigh-dead politicians, whose 
heart the trumpet of resurrection could not wake. 

The charm of the best courages is that they are 
inventions, infipirations, flashis of genius. The hero 
could not have done the feat at another hour, in a 
lower mood. The best act of the marvellous genius 
of Greaqe was its fi-rst act; not in the statue or the 
Parthenon, but in the instinct which, at Thermopyl®, 
held Asi^ at bay, kept Asia out of ‘Europe,—^Asia 
with its antiquities gnd organic slavery,—from cor- 
mpting the hope and' new morning of the West The 
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statue, the architecture, were the later and inferior 
ireation of the same genius. In view of this moment 
of history, we recognise a certain prophetic insljiict 
better than wisdom. Napoleon said well, “ My hand 
is immediately connected with my head>” but the 
sacred courage is connected with the heart. The hea<l 
is a half, a fraction, imtil it is enlarged and inspired 
by the moral sentiment. For it is not tlie moans on 
»which we draw, as health, or wealth, practical skill or 
dexterous talent, or multitudes of followers, that 
count, but the aims only. The aim reacts back on 
the moans. A great aim aggrandises the means. 
The meal and water that are the commissariat of the 
fmiom 4ppe*that stake their lives to defend the pass 
are sacred as the Holy Grail, or as if one bad eyes to 
see in chemistry the fuel that is rushing to feijd the 
sun. 

There is a persuasion in the soul of man that he is 
here for cause, that ho was put down in this place 
by the Creator to do the work for which he inspires 
him, that thus he is an overmatch for all antagonists 
that could combine against him. The pious Mrs. 
Hutchinson says of some passages in the‘defence of 
Nottingham against th» Cavaliers: “ R was a great 
instruction that the best and highest courages arc 
beams of the Almighty.” And whenever the reli¬ 
gious sentiment is adequately affirmed, it musjj be with 
dazzling coimage. As long as it is cowardly insinu¬ 
ated, as with the wish to euccounsome partial and 
temporary interest, or to make^it alfirm some prag¬ 
matical tenet which our parish lAurch receives to-day, 
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it is not imparted, and cannot inspire or create. For 
it is always new, leads and surprises, and practice"' 
n 0 ¥er comes up with it. There are ever appearing 
in the world men who, almost as soon as they are 
bom, take a bee-line to the rack of the inquisitor, the 
axe of the tyrant, like Jordano Bruno, Vanini, Hubs, 
Paul, Jesus, and Socrates. Look at Foxe’s Lives of the 
Martyrs, Sewel’s History of the Quakers, Southey’s 
Book of the Church, at the folios of the Brothers t 
Bollandi,- who collected the lives of twenty-five thou¬ 
sand martyrs, confessors, ascetics, and self-tormentors. 
There is much of fable, buk a broad basis of fact 
The tender skin does not shrink from bayonets, the 
timid woman is not scared by faggots; the"rack is not 
frightful, nor the rope ignominious. The poor Puri¬ 
tan, A,ntony Parsons, at the stake, tied straw on his 
head, when the fire approached him, and said : “ This 
is God’s hat” Sacred courage indicate.^ that a man 
loves an idea better than all things in the world ; 
that ho is aiming neither at pelf nor comfort, but will 
venture all to put in act the invisible thought in his 
mind. He is everywhere a liberator, but of a freedom 
that is ideal; not seeking to have land or money or 
conveniences, but to have n«i other limitation* than 
that which his own constitution imposes. He is free 
to speak truth; he is not free to lie. He wishes to 
break evgry yoke alkover the world which hinders his 
brother from acting after his thought. 

There pe degrees of courage, and bach step up¬ 
ward makes us acquainted with a higher virtue. Let 
us say then frankly that the education of the will is 
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the object of our existence. Poverty, the prison, the 
rack, the fire, the hatred and execrations of our fellow- 
men, appear trials beyond the endurance of comufdh 
humanity; but to the hero whoso intellect is aggran¬ 
dised hy the soul, and so measures thes» penalties 
against the good which his thought surveys, these 
terrors vanish as darkness at sunrise. 

We have little right in piping times of peace to 
'lironounce on these rare heights of character; but 
there is no assurance of security. In the most private 
life, difficult duty is never far off Therefore we 
must think with courage? Scholars and thinkers are 
prone to an elleminate* habit, and shrink if a coarser 
shout comes up from the street, or a brutal act is re¬ 
corded in the journals. The Medical College piles up 
in its museum its grim monsters of morbid anatomy, 
and there are melancholy sceptics with a taste for 
carrion who batten on the hideous facts in history,— 
persecutions, inquisitions, St. Bartholomew massacres, 
devilish lives, Nero, Cassar, Borgia, Marat, Lopez,— 
men in whom every ray of humanity was extinguished, 
parricides, matricides, and whatever moral monsters. 
These are not cheerful facts, but they do iTot disturb 
a healthy mind; they foquire of us a patience as 
robust as the energy that attacks us, and an unrest¬ 
ing exploration of final causes. Wolf, snake, and 
crocodile are not inharmonious in nature, J)at are 
made useful as checks, scavengers, and pioneers; and 
we must have* a scope as large a% Nature’^ to deal 
with beast-Uke men, detect what scullion function is 
assigned them, and foresee in tlfe secular melioration 
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of the planet how theae will become unnecessary, and 
wll-die ont. 

' He has not learned the lesson of life who does not 
every day surmount a fear. I do not wish to put 
myself or any man into a theatrical position, or urge 
him to ape the courage of his comrade. Have the 
courage not to adopt another’s courage. There is 
scope and cause and resistance enough for us in our 
proper work and circumstance. And there is no 
creed of' an honest man, be he Christian, Turk, or 
Gentoo, which does not equally preach it. If you 
have no faith in beneficent power above you, but see 
only an adamantine fate coiling its folds about nature 
and man, then reflect that the best use of fate is to 
teach us courage, if only because baseness cannot 
change the appointed event If you accept your 
thoughts as inspirations from the Supreme Intelli¬ 
gence, obey them when they prescribe difiicult duties, 
because they come only so long as they are used ; or, 
if your scepticism reaches to the last verge, and you 
have no confidence in any foreign mind, then be 
brave, because there is one good opinion which must 
always bo if consequence to you, namely, yoiu' own. 


I am,permitted to enrich my-chapter by adding an 
anecdote of pure courage from real life, as narrated in 
a ballad l^y a lady<,to whom all the particulars of the 
fact are exactly knowjp. 
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GEORGE NIDIVER. 

Men Rare done brave deeds, 

And bards have snug them well: 

I of good George Nidiver 
Now the tale will tell. 

In Californian monntains 
A hunter bold was he : 

Keen Ms eye and sure his aim 
As any you should see. 

A little Indian boy 

Followed him everywhere. 

Eager to share fhe hunter’s joy, 

The huntea’s meal to share. 

And when the bird or deer 
Fell by the hunter’s skill, 

The boy was always near 
To help with right good-will. 

One day as through the cleft 
Between two mountains steep, 

Shut in both right and left. 

Their questing way they keep. 

They see two grizzly bears 
With hungw fierce and fell 

Rush at them unawares 
Right down the narrow dell. 

The boy turned round witheoreams. 
And ran with terror wild ; 

One of the pair of savage beasts 
Pursued the shrieking ofiild. 

Thq hunter raised his gun,— 

He knew one charge was *1^— 

And through the boy’s Qprsuing foe 
He sent his only balh* 
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The other on George Nidiver 
Came on with dreadful pace: 

The hnutor stood unarmed, 

And met him face to face, 

I say unarmed hfe stood. 

Against those frightful paws 

The rifle but, or club of wood. 

Could stand no more than straws. 

George Nidiver stood still 
And looked him in the faed; 

The wild beast stopped amazed. 

Then came with slackening pace. 

Still firm the huntej stood. 

Although his heart beat high ; 

Again the creature stepped, 

And gazed with wondering eye. 

The hunter met his gaze, 

Nor yet an inch gave way ; 

The bear turned slowly round. 

And slowly moved away. 

What thoughts were in his mmd 
It would be hard to spell: 

What thoughts were in George Nidivei 
I rather guess than tell. 

€, But sure that rifle’s aim, 

, Swift choice of generous part. 

Showed in its passifig gleam 
The<deptha of a brave heart. 



SUCCESS. 


Our American people cannot be taxed with flownesa 
in perfoi-mancc, or in praising their performance. The 
earth is shaken by our, engineries. We are feeling 
our youth and nerve and bone. We have the power 
of territory and of sea-coast, and know the use of 
these. AVe count our census, we road our growing 
valuations, we sun'ey our map, which becomes old in 
a year or two. Our eyes run approvingly along the 
lengthened lines of railroad and telegraph. We have 
gone nearest to the Pole. We have discovered the 
Antarctic continent We interfere in Central and 
South America, at Canton, and in Japan; we are 
adding to an already enormous territory. Our politi¬ 
cal constitution is tlie hope of the world, ajjd we value 
ourselyes on all these fejts. 

’Tis the way of the world; ’tis^ the law of youth, 
and of unfolding strength. Men are made each with 
some jt^ mphant s uperiority, wl,iich. thfough somfi 
adaptation of fingers, or ear, -or eye, or ciphSiing, or 
pu^listic^ or musical or litera^ craft, ennches the 
commumty with a- new art; and nofc only ■^e, but all 
men of European stock, value th^se certificates. Giotto 
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could draw a perfect circle; Erwin of Steinbach coidd 
build a minster; Olaf, king of Norway, could run 
rft’ind his galley on the blades of the oars of the rowers, 
when the ship was in motion; Ojeda could run out 
swiftly on a plhnk projected from the top of a tower, 
turn round swiftly, and come back; Evel}^! writes 
from Rome : “ Bernini, the Florentine sculptor, archi¬ 
tect, painter, and poet, a little before my coming to 
Rome, gave a public opera, wherein he painted the,, 
scenes, cut the statues, invented the engines, com¬ 
posed the muSic, writ the comedy, and built the 
theatre.” 

“ There is nothing in war,” said Napoleon, “ which 
I cannot do by my own hands. If there is nobody to 
make gunpowder, I can manufacture it. lie gun- 
carriages I know how to construct. If it is necessary 
to make cannons at the forge, I can make them. The 
details of working them in battle, if it is necessary to 
teach, I shall teach them. In administration, it is I 
alone who have arranged the finances, as you know.” 

It is recorded of Linnaus, among many proofs of 
his beneficent skill, that when the timber in the ship¬ 
yards of Sweden was ruined by rot, Linnaeus was 
desired by the government ^to find a remedy. He 
studied the insect^ that infested the timber, and found 
that they laid their eggs in the logs within certain 
days ip April, and, he directed that during ten days 
at that‘season the logs should be immersed under 
water in the docks ; which being done .the timber was 
found to be uninjured; 

Columbus at Ver^gua found plenty of gold ; but 
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leaving the coast, the ship full of one hundred and 
fifty skilful seamen,—some of them old pilots, and 
witli too much experience of their craft and treachei^ 
to him,—the wise admiral kept his private recoup of 
his hojpeward path. And when ho reached, Spain, he 
told the King and Queen, “ that they may ask all the 
pilots who came with him, where is Veragua. Let 
them answer and say, if they know where Veragua 
^ios. I assert that they can give no other account tlian 
that they went to lands where there was abundance 
of gold, but they do not know the tvay to* return 
thither, but would be obliged to go on a voyage of 
discovery, as much as if they had never been there 
before. There is a mode of reckoning,” he proudly 
adds, “ derived frOm astronomy, which is sure and safe 
to any who understands it.” 

Hippocrates in Greece knew how to stay the de¬ 
vouring plague which ravaged Athens in his time, and 
Ids skill died with him. Dr. Benjamin Rush, in 
Philadelphia, carried that city heroically through the 
yellow fever of the year 1793. Leverrier carries 
the Copemican system in his head, and knew where 
to look for the new planet. We have seen*n Ameri¬ 
can wojnan write a nov^l of which a million copies 
were sold in all languages, and whicji had one merit, 
of speaking to the universal heart, and was read with 
equal interest to three audience^ namely, iij the 
parlour, in the kitchen, and in the nursery of every 
house. We hajve seen women who could institute 
hospitals and schools in armies. tVe have seen a 
woman who by pure song coulif melt the souls of 
VOL. V. 2 I 
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whole populatioha And there is no limit to these 
varieties of talent. 

These are arts to be thankful for,—each one as it 
is a now direction of human power. We cannot 
choose buf/ re.spcct them. Our civilisation is n^ade up 
of a million contributions of this kind. For success, 
to be sure, we esteem it a test in other people, since 
we do first in ourselves. Wo respect ourselves more 
if wo have succeeded. Neither do we grudge to eacl^ 
of those benefactors the praise or the profit which 
accrued from h‘is industry. 

Here are alreaily quite different degrees of moral 
merit in these examples. I don’t know but wo and 
our race elsewhere set a higher value oa wealth, vic¬ 
tory, and coarse superiority of all kinds, than other 
men,—have less tranquillity of mind, are less easily 
contented. The Saxon is taught from his infancy to 
wish to be first. The Norseman was a restless rider, 
fighter, freebooter. The ancient Norse ballads describe 
him as afflicted with this inextinguishable thirst of 
victory. The motlier says to her son;— 

“ Success shall be in thy courser tall, 

Success in thyself, which is best of all,' 

Succejs in thy hand, success in thy foot, 

In struggle with man, it. battle with brute 
The holy Ood and Saint Drothin dear 
Shall never shut eyes on thy career ; 

Look out, look out, Svend Vonved !” 

These feats that we extol do not signify so much 
as we say. These boasted arts are„of very recent 
origin. ‘ They • mc local conveniences, but do not 
really add to our stature. The greatest men of the 
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world have managed not to want theih. Newton was 
a*great man, without telegraph, or gas, or steam-coach, 
or rubber shoes, or lucifer matches, or ether for his 
pain; so was Shakspeare, and Alfred, and Sci^o, 
and Soprates. These are local conveniehceSj but how 
easy to go now to parts of the world where not only 
all these arts are wanting, but where they are despised. 
The Arabian sheiks, the most dignified people in the 
{)lanet, do not Want them; yet have as much self- 
respect as the English, and are easily able to,impress 
the Frenchman or the American who visits thetn with 
the respect due to a bravq and sufiicient man. 

These feats have, to be sure, great difference of 
merit, and some of them involve power of a high kind. 
But the'public values the invention more than the 
inventor docs. The inventor knows there is much 
more and better where this came from. The public 
sees in it a lucrative secret. Men see the reward 
which the inventor enjoys, and they think: “ How 
shall we win that?” Cause and effect are a little 
tedious; how to leap to the result by short or by 
false means? We are not scrupulous. What we ask 
is victory, without regard to the cause; aftgr the Eob 
Roy rule, after the Napoleon rule, to be .the strongest 
to-day,—the way of the 'falleyrands,—prudent people, 
whose watches go faster than their neighbours’, and 
who detect the first moment of Recline, Bnd Jhrow 
themselves on the instant on the winning side. I 
have heard that Nelson used to sa^: “Never mind 
the justice or the impudence, only*let me Succeed.” 
Lord Brougham’s single duty of^counsel is, “to get 
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the prisoner clear.” Fuller says ’tis a maxim of 
lawyers, “ that a crown once worn cleareth all defects 
of the wearer thereof.” Jtien ne riussU mieux que le 
succ^s. And we Americans are tainted with this in¬ 
sanity, as^ out bankruptcies and our reckless politics 
may show. We are great by exclusion, grasping, and 
egotism. Our success takes from all what it gives to 
one. ’Tis a haggard, malignant, careworn running 
for luck. 

Egotism is a kind of buckram that gives momentary 
strength and toncentration to men, and seems to be 
much used in Nature for fabrics in which local and 
spasmodic energy is required. I could point to men 
in this country of indispensable importance to the 
carrying on of American life, of this humour, whom 
we could ill spare; any one of them would be a 
national loss. But it spoils conversation. “^They will 
not try conclusions with you. They are ever thrust¬ 
ing this pampered self between you and them. It is 
plain they have a long education to imdergo to reach 
simplicity and plain-dealing, which are what a wise 
man mainly cares for in his companion. Nature 
knows hcvw to convert evil to good; Nature utilises 
misers, fanatics, showmen, egotists, to accomplish her 
ends; but we must not think better of the foible for 
that The passion for sudden success is rude and 
puerile, julst as war, cannons, and executions are used 
to cleaV the ground of bad, lumpish, irreclaimable 
savages, but always to the damage of the conquerora 

I hath this cllallow Americanism which hopes to 
get rich by credit, t^j get knowledge by raps on mid- 
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night tables, to leam the economy of the mind by 
jihrenology, or skill -without study, or mastery with¬ 
out apprenticeship, or the sale of goods through 
’ tending that they sell, or power through making 
believe* you are powerful, or through a packed jm-y 
or caucus, bribery and “ repeating ” votes, or wealth 
by fraud. They think they have got it, but they 
have got something else,—a crime which calls for 
Vnother crime, and another devil behind that; these 
are steps to suicide, infamy, and the harming "of man¬ 
kind. We countenance each other in this life of 
show, puffing, advertisement, and manufacture of 
public opinion; and excellence is lost sight of in the 
hunger i(ji sudden performance and praise. 

There was a wise man, an Italian artist, Michel 
Angelo, who -writes thus of himself: “ Meanwhile 
Cardinal Ippolito, in whom all my best hopes were 
placed, being dead, I began to understand that the 
promises of this world are, for the most part, vain 
phantoms, and that to confide in one’s self, and be¬ 
come something of worth and value, is the best and 
safest course.” Now, thpugh I am by no means sure 
that the reader -will assent to all my propositions, yet 
I thinb we shall agree i* my first rule for success,— 
that we shall drop the brag and the advertisement, 
and take Michel Angelo’s course, “ to confi de in one^ 
s elf, and be something of worth and value. 
li^^lEach man has ah’aptitude bom with him to do 
easily some feat impossible to any,other.w^o your 
work. I have to say this oftei^ buf Nature says it 
oftener. ’Tis clownish to insist on doing all with 
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one’s own hands, as if every man should build his 
own clumsy house, forge his hammer, and bake Ms 
dtugh; but ho is to dare to do what he can do best; 
not ••help others as they would direct him, but as he 
knows his. herpful power to be. To do othecwise is 
to neutralise all those extraordinary special talents 
distributed among men. Yet, whilst this self-truth is 
essential to the exhibition of the world and to the 
growth and glory of each mind, it‘is rare to find ar 
man who believes his own thought or who speaks that 
which ho was‘created to say. As nothing astonishes 
men so much as common sense and plain-dealing, so 
nothing is more rare in any pian than an act of his 
o^TT Any work looks wonderful to him‘ except that 
which he can do. We do not believe our own ^thought; 
we must servo somebody; we must quote somebody; 
we dote on the old and the distant; we are tickled by 
great names; wo import the religion of other nations; 
we quote their opinions; we cite their laws. The 
gravest and leamedost courts in this country shudder 
to face a new question, and wiU wait months. and 
years for a case to occur that can be tortured into a 
precedent,* and thus throw on a bolder party the onus 
of an initiative. Thus we c^o not carry a counsel in 
our breasts, or dq not know it; and because we can¬ 
not shake off from our shoes this dust of Europe and 
Asia, ,the world seems to be bom old, society is under 
a spell, every man is a borrower and a mimic, life is 
theatrical, and literature a quotation;*and hence that 
depression of splnts, that furrow of care, said to mark 
every American brow. 
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Self-trust is the first secret of success, the belief 
that, if you are here, the authorities of the universe 
put you here, and for cause, or with some t^^ 
, strictly appointed you in your constitution, and* so 
long as you work at that you arc well and |ucccssful. 
It by no means consists in rushing prematurely to a 
showy feat that shall catch the eye and satisfy spec¬ 
tators. It is enough if you work in the right diroc- 
.tion. So far from the performance being the real 
success, it is clear that the success was mucji earlier 
than that, namely, when all the feats “that make our 
civility were the thoughijp of good heads. The fame 
of each discovery rightly attaches to the mind that 
made the foimula whicli contains all the details, and 
not to ijhe manufacturer^ who now make their gain’ 
by it; although the mob uniformly cheers the pub¬ 
lisher, and not the inventor. It is the dulncss of the 
multitude that they cannot see the house, in the 
ground-plan; the working, in the model of the pro¬ 
jector.. Whilst it is a thought, though it were a new 
fuel, or a new food, or the creation of agriculture, it 
is cried down; it is a chimera: but when it is a fact, 
and comes un the shap’e of eight per ccijt, ten per 
cent, a,hundred per cent, they cry: “ It is the voice of 
God.” Horatio Greenough, the sculptor, said tc me 
of Robert Fulton’s visit to Paris: “ Fulton knocked 
at the door of Napoleon with stean^ and wjls rejected; 
and Napoleon lived long enough to know thal? he had 
excluded a greater power than his own.” 

Is there no loving of knowledge,*and of att, and of 
our design, for itself alone 1 C^imot we please our- 
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selves with performing our work, or gaining truth 
and power, without being praised for it ? I gain my 
pQjnt, I gain all points, if I can reach my companion 
with any statement which teaches him his own worth, 
■^he sum ^of wisdom is, that the time is nevpr lost 
that is devoted to work^r'^he good workman never 
says, “There, that will dobut, “ There, that is it; 
try it, and come again, it will last always.” If the 
artist, in whatever art, is well at work on his own; 
design, it signifies little that he does not yet find 
orders or customers. I pronounce that young man 
happy who is content with having acquired the skill 
which he had aimed at, and waits willingly when the 
occasion of making it appreciated shall airive, know¬ 
ing well that it will not loiter. The time your rival 
spends in dressing up his work for effect, hastily, and 
for the market, you spend in study and experiments 
towards real knowledge and efficiency. He has 
thereby sold his picture or machine, or won the prize, 
or got the appointment; but you have raised yourself 
I into a higher school of art, and a few years will show 
the advantage of the real master pver the short popu¬ 
larity of thp showman. I know it is a nice point to 
discriminate this self-trust, which is the pledge ,of all 
mental vigour and performance, from the disease to 
which it is allied,—the exaggeration of the part which 
wo can play;—yet they are two things. But it is 
sanity td know, that, over my talent or knack, and 
a million times better than any talent, is the central 
intelligence which subordinates and uses all talents; 
and it is only as a door into this, that any talent or 
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the knowledge it gives is of value. He only who 
•comes into this central intelligence, *iu which no 
egotism or exaggeration can bo, comes into •elf- 
possession. 

•"iCfy next point is that, in the scale of powers, it 
is not talent, but sensibility, which is best: talent 
confines, but the central life puts us in relation to all. 
How often it seems the chief good to be born with a 
cheerful temper) and well adjusted to the tone of the 
human race. Such a man feels himself in •harmony, 
and conscious by his receptivity of an infinite strength. 
Like Alfred, “ good fortune accompanies him like a 
gift of God.” F eel yo ursclfi and be not daunted by . 
things. ’Tis the fulness of man that runs over into 
objects, and makes liis Bibles and Shakspoarcs and 
Homers so great. The joyful reader borrows,of his 
own ideas to fill their faulty outline, and knows not 
that he borrows and gives. 

There is something of poverty in our criticism. 
We assume that there are few great men, all the rest 
are little; that there is but one Homer, but one * 
Shakspeare, one Newton, one Socrates. But the soul 
in her beaming hour does not acknowledge these 
usurpations. We shou^ know how to f>raise Socrates, 
or Plato, or Saint John, without, impoverishing us. 
In good hours we do not find Shakspeare or Homer 
over-great,—only to have been, translators .of the 
happy present,—and every man and woman divine 
possibilities. ’’Tis the good reader that makes the 
good book; a good head cannot^read amiss: in every 
book he finds passages which* seem confidences or 
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asides hidden from all else and unmistakably meant 
for his ear. 

The light by which we see in this world comes 
out from the soul of the observer. ‘Wherever any 
noble sentiment'dwelt, it made the faces and houses 
around to shine, i^ay, the powers of this busy brain 
axe miraculous and illimitable. Therein are the 
rules and formulas by which the whole empire of 
matter is worked. There is no prosperity, trade, 
art, city, or groat material wealth of any kind, but 
if you tfaco it Tiome, you mil find it rooted in a 
thought of some individual mrn. 

Is all life a surface affair 1 ,’Tis curious, but our 
difference of wit appears to be only a''difference 
of impressionability, or power to appreciate ‘ faint, 
fainter, and infinitely faintest voices and visions. 
Wlien the scholar or the writer has pumped his 
brain for thoughts and verses, and then comes abroad 
into Nature, has he ncvo^ 'fotmd that there is a better 
poetry hinted in a boy!s Vhistlo of a tune, or in the 
' piping of a sparrow, than in all his literary results ? 
We call it health. What is so admirable as the 
health of youth?—with his long days because his 
eyes are good, and brisk circulations keep him warm 
in cold rooms, and ho loves books that speak to the 
imagination; and ho can read Plato, covered to his 
chin with a 'cloak in a cold upper chamber, though 
he should associate the Dialogues ever after with a 
woollen smell. Tis the bane of life “that natural 
effects are' continualljy crowded out, and artificial 
arrangements substituted. We remember when, in 
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early youth, the earth spoke and the heavens glowed; 
when an evening, any evening, grim and wintry, 
sleet and snow, was enough for us; the hjjftsos 
were in the air. Now it costs a rare combihation 
of clouds and lights to overcome tfic cemmon and 
mean. What is it wo look for in the landscape, in 
sunsets and sunrises, in the sea and the firmament? 
what but a compensation for the cramp and pettiness 
of human perfoimanccs ? We bask in the day, and 
the mind finds somewhat as great as itself. In 
Nature, all is large, massive repo.se. Remember 
what befalls a city boy who goes for the first time 
into the October wopds. He is suddenly initiated 
into a ,pofhp and glory^ that bring to pass for him 
the dreams of romance. He is the king he dreamed 
he was; he walks through tents of gold, tlirough 
bowers of crimson, porphyry, and topaz, pavilion 
on pavilion, garlanded with vines, flowers, and sun¬ 
beams, with incense and mrsic, with so many hints to 
his astonished senses; the > leaves twinkle and pique 
and flatter him, and his eye and step ^re tempted* 
on by what hazy distances to happier sMitudes. AU 
this happiness ho owes only to his finer* perception. 
The owner of the wo^d-lot finds only a number of 
discoloured trees; and says; “ They ought to come 
down; they aren’t growing any better; they should 
be cut and corded before spring.’ 

Wordsworth writes of the delights of the boy in 
Nature:— 

“ For never will come back the >our 
Of splendour in the grass, of ^oiy in the flower,” 
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But I have just seen a man, well knowing what he 
spoke of, who told me that the verse was not true 
for l^im; that his eyes opened as he grew older, and 
that every spring was more beautiful to him than 
the last. 

Wo live among gods of our own creatioa Does 
that deep - toneTTien, has shortened many a 

night of ill nerves, render to you nothing hut acoustic 
vibrations? Is the old chui'ch, which gave you the 
first lessons of religious life, or the village school, or 
the college where you first knew the dreams of fancy 
and joys of thought, only boards or brick and mortar ? 
Is the house in which you were .born, or the house in 
which your dearest friend liyed, only a piece of real 
estate whoso value is covered by the Hartford insur¬ 
ance ? , You walk on the beach and enjoy the anima¬ 
tion of the picture. Scoop up a little water in the 
hollow of your palm, take up a handful of shore 
sand; well, these are the elements. What is the 
beach but acres of sand ? what is the ocean but cubic 
miles of water? a little more or loss signifies nothing. 
No, it is that this brute matter is part of somewhat 
hot brute, ft is that the sand floor is hold by spheral 
gravity, and bent to be a payt of the round globe, 
under the optical <■ sky, — part of the astonishing 
astronomy, and existing, at last, to moral ends and 
from mortal causes. 

The world is not made up to the eye of figures, 
that is, only half; ,it is also made of colour. How 
that element washes t^ie universe with its enchanting 
waves! The sculptor had ended his work, and behold 
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a new world of dream-like glory. 'Tie the last stroke 
of Nature; beyond colour sh,e cannoff go. In like 
manner, life is made up, not of knowledge only^biit 
of love also. If thought is form, sentiment is «olour. 
It clpthes the skeleton world with sphee, yariety, and 
glow. The hues of sunset make life great; so the 
affections make some little web of cottage and fireside 
populous, important, and filling the main space in 
our history. 

The fundamental fact in our metaphysig constitu¬ 
tion is the correspondence of man to the *world, so 
that every change in, that ^tes a record in the 
mind. The mind yields sympathetically to the tend¬ 
encies or few which stream through things, and make 
the ofder of Nature; and in the perfection of this 
correspondence or expressiveness, the health and force 
of man consist. If we follow this hint into'our in¬ 
tellectual education, we shall find that it is not jiro-' 
positions, not new dogmas and a logical exposition of 
"the world, that are our first need ; but to watch and 
tenderly cherish the intellectual and moral sensi¬ 
bilities, those fountains of right thought, and woo j 
them to stay and make their home with,us. Whilst; 
they.abido with us, we shall not think amiss. Our 
perception far outruns our talent. We bring a 
welcome to the highest lessons of religion and of 
poetry out of all proportion beyond our dkill to teach. 
And, further, the great hearing and synlpathy of 
men is mor« true and wise than their speaking is 
wont to be. A deep sympathy what *we require 
for any student of the mind; for the chief difference 



494 SUOPESS. [XI. 

between man and inan is a difference of impression¬ 
ability. Aristotle, or Bacon, or Kant, propound some 
maifim which is the keynote of philosophy thence¬ 
forward. But I' am more interested to know, that, 
when at las^. they have hurled out their grand word, 
it is only some familiar experience of every man in 
the street. If it be not, it will never be heard of 
again. 

Ah ! if one could keep this sensibility, and live in 
the happy sufficing present, and find the day and its 
cheap mdans cohtenting, which only ask receptivity 
■in you, and no strained e^certion and cankering 
ambition, overstimulating to be at the head of your 
class and the head of society, and to have distinction 
and laurels and consumption! We are not strong by 
our power to penetrate, but by our relatedness. The 
world is enlarged for us, not by new objects, but by 
finding more affinities and potencies in those we have. 

This sensibility appears in the homage to beauty 
which exalts the faculties of youth, in the power 
• which form and colour exert upon the soul; when we 
see eyes that are a compliment to the human race, 
features tha^, explain the Phidian sculptui'e. Fonte- 
nelle said: “ There are three things about which I 
have curiosity, though I know nothing of them,— 
music, poetry, and love.” The great doctors of this 
science, are' the greatest men, — Dante, Petrarch, 
Michel Angelo, and Shakspeare. The wise Socrates 
treats this matter with a certain archress, yet with 
very marked exprSssions. “ I am always,” he says, 
“ asserting that I happen to know, I may say, nothing 
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but a mere trifle relating to matters of love; yet in 
.that kind of learning I lay claim to bein^ more skilled 
than any one man of the past or present tisae.” 
They may well speak in this uncertain manner of 
theij; knowledge, and in this confiScnt, manner of 
their will, for the secret of it is hard to detect, so 
deep it is ; and yet genius is measured by its skill in 
this science. 

Who is ho in youth, or in maturity, or even in old 
age, who does not like to hear of those sensibilities 
which turn curled heads round at church,'h.nd send 
wonderful eye-beams across assemblies, from one to 
one, never missing in the thickest crowd. The keen 
statist reckons by tens and hundreds; the genial man 
is interested in every slipper that comes into the 
assembly. The passion, alike everywhere, creeps 
under the snows of Scandinavia, under the fires of 
the equator, and swims in the seas of Polynesia. 
Lofn is as puissant a divinity in the Norse Edda, as 
Camadeva in the red vault of India, Eros in the 
Greek, or Cupid in the Latin heaven. And what is* 
specially true of love is, that it is a state of extreme 
impressionability j the lover has more senecs and finer 
sensts than others ; his eye and ear ere telegraphs; 
he reads omens on the flow,ct-, and cloud, and face, 
and form, and gesture, and reads them aright. In 
his surprise at the sudden and gntire uhder%tanding 
that is between him and the beloved person,* it occurs 
to him that they might somehow meet independently 
of time and place. How delicious the befief that he 
could elude a]l guards, precautiens, ceremonies, means. 
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and delays, and hold instant and sempiternal com¬ 
munication! ' In solitude, in banishment, the hope» 
retyped, and the experiment was eagerly tried. The 
supernal powers seem to take his part. What was on 
his lips to,say is uttered by his friend. When he 
went abroad, he met, by wonderful casualties, the 
one person he sought. If in his walk he chanced to 
look back, his friend was walking behind him. And 
it has happened that the artist has often .drawn in his 
pictures the face of the future wife whom he had not 
yet seen.^ 

But also in complacences, powise so strict as this 
of the passion, tlie man of sensibility counts it a 
delight only to hear a child’s voice fuUy addressed to 
him, or to see the beautiful manners of the youth of 
either sex. When the event is past and remote, how 
insignificant the greatest compared with the piquancy 
of the present! To-day at the school examination 
the professor inton-ogates Sylvina in the history class 
about Odoacer and Alaric. Sylvina can’t remember, 
"but suggests that Odoacer was defeated; and the pro¬ 
fessor tartly replies: “No, ho defeated the Romans/’ 
But ’tis playi to the visitor, that ’tis of no importance 
at all about Odoacer, and ’tis a great deal of import¬ 
ance about Sylvina; and if sh'e says he was defeated, 
why he had better, a great deal, have been defeated, 

, than give her a moment’s annoy. Odoacer, if there 
was a palticle of the gentleman in him, would have 
said : Let me be defeated a thousand timea 

And aav)ur tenderness for youth and beauty gives 
a new and just importance to their fresh and manifold 
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claims, so the like sensibility gives welcome to all 
excellence, has eyes and hospitality for merit in 
comers. An Englishman of marked^ character and 
talent, who had brought with him hither one 'oi* two 
friends and a library of mystics, assured me that 
nobody and nothing of possible interest was left in 
England,—he had brought all that was alive away. 
I was forced to reply: “No, next door to you, prob- 
•,ably on the other side of the partition in the same 
house, was a greater man than any you had seen.” 
Every man has a history worth knowing, if Kc could 
tell it, or if we could draw it from him. Chaiucter 
and wit have their o^m magnetism. Send a deep 
man intcj aiiy to'wn, and he will find another deep man 
there, unknown-hitherto to his neighbours. That is 
the great happiness of life,—to add to our. high 
acquaintances. The very law of averages might have 
assured you that there will be in every hundred heads 
say ten or five good heads. Morals ai'e generated as 
the atmosphere is. ’Tis a secret, the genesis of either ; 
but the springs of justice and courage do not fail any 
more than salt or sulphur springs. 

The world is always opiUent, the oracle* are never 
silent ;• but the receiver must by a happy temperance 
be brought to that top of condition„that frolic health, 
that he can easily take and give these fine communi¬ 
cations. Health is the condition of wisdom, and the 
sign is cheerfulness,—an open and noble temper. 
There was neVer poet who had not the heart in 
the right place. The old trouyeur,* Pons Capdeuil, 
wrote— 

VOL. V. 2 K _ 
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“ Oft have I heard, and deem the witness true, 

■Whom man delights in, God delights in too." 

beauty warms the heart, is a sign of health, 
prosperity, and the favour of God. Everything last¬ 
ing and fit for men, the Divine Power has marked 
with this stamp. What delights, what emancipates, 
not what scares and pains us, is wise and good in 
speech and in the arts. For, tnily, the heart at the 
centre of the universe with every throb hurls the flood i 
of happiness into every artery, vein, and veinlet, so 
that the whole system is inundated with the tides of 
joy. The plenty of the poorest place is too great: 
the harvest cannot be gathered. Every sound ends 
in music. The edge of every surface is hinged with 
prismatic rays. 

»/One more trait of true success. The good mind 
chooses wh at is pos itive, what is adjjgagg,:—embraces 
the affirmative. Our system is one of poverty. ’Tis 
presumed, as I said, there is but one Shakspeare, one 
Homer, one .Tesus,—not that all are or shall be in¬ 
spired. But we must begin by affirming. Truth and 
goodness subsist for evermore, Tt is true there is evil 
and good, might and day, but these are' not equal. 
The day is great and final. /The night is for the day, 
but the day is not for the nighty What is this immor¬ 
tal demand for more, which belongs to our constitu¬ 
tion 1 this enormoi’s ideal 1 There is no such critic 
land beggar as this terrible Soul: No historical person 
Ibogins to content us. We know the katisfactoriness 
pf justice' the Sufficiency of truth. We know the 
inswer that leaves nothing to ask. We know the 
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Spirit by its victorious tone. The searching tests to 
apply to every new pretender are amoun£ and quality, 
—what does he add ? and what is the state of mind 
*he leaves me in? Your theory is unimportant* but 
what new stock you can add to humanity, or how high 
you can carry life 1 A man is a man only as he makes 
life and nature happier to us. 

I fear the popular notion of success stands in direct 
•.opposition in all points to the real and wholesome 
success. One adores public opinion, the other private 
opinion; one fame, the other desert; one feats, the 
other humility; one lucre, the other love: one mono¬ 
poly, and the other hospitality of mind. . 

We yxa.f apply this affirmative law to letters, to 
manners, to art, to the decorations of our houses, etc. 

I do not find executions or tortures or lazar-houscs, 
or grisly photographs of the field on the day after the 
battle, fit subjects for cabinet pictures. I think that 
some so-called “ sacred subjects ” must be treated with 
rnore genius than I have seen in the masters of Italian 
or Spanish art to be right pictures for houses and * 
churchea Nature does not invite such exhibition. 
Nature lays the ground-plan of each creature accu¬ 
rately,-—sternly fit for jJl his functions*: then veils it 
scrupulously. See how carefully ghe covers up the 
skeleton. The eye shall not see it: the smi shall not 
shine on it. She weaves her Jissu^s and integuments 
of flesh and skin and hair and beautiful colours of the 
day over it, auQ forces death down underground, and 
makes haste to cover it up with leav«s and vines, and 
wipes carefully out every trace by new creation. Who 
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and what are you that would lay the ghastly anatomy 
bare I 

Pon’t hang a dismal picture on the wall, and do 
not'daub with sables and glooms in your conversation. 
Don’t be cyiiic and disconsolate preacher. .Don’t 
bewail and bemoan. Omit the negative propositions. 
Nerve us with inceasant affirmatives. Don’t waste 
yourself in rejection, nor bark against the bad, but 
chant the beauty of the good. When that is spoken 
which h^s a right to be spoken, the chatter and the 
criticism will stop. Set down nothing that will not 
help somebody; 

“ For every gift of noble origin 
Ib breathed uiion by Hope’s perpetual briath.” 

The affirmative of affirmatives is love. As much 
love, so much perception. As caloric to matter, so is 
love to mind; so it enlarges, and so it empowers it. 
GrOod-wiU makes insight, as one finds his way to the 
sea by embarking on a river. I have seen scores of 
people who can silence me, but I seek one who shall 
make me forget or overcome the frigidities and im¬ 
becilities into which I fall. The painter Giotto, Vasari 
tells us, repwed art, because he put more goodness 
into his heads. To awake in man and to raise the 
sense of worth, to educate hfs feeling and judgment 
so that he shall scorn himself for a bad action, that is 
the only aiili. 

’Tis 6heap and easy'to destroy. There is not a 
joyful boy or an innocent girl buoyiint with fine 
purposes Of duty; "in all the street full of eager and 
rosy faces, but a cynip can chill and dishearten with 
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a single word. Despondency comes readily enough 
io the most sanguine. The cynic has dnly to follow 
their hint with his bitter confirmation, and they c])eck 
that eager courageous pace and go homo with^heavier 
step . and premature age. They -SriU .themselves 
quickly enough give the hint he wants to the cold 
wretch. Which of them has not failed to please 
whore they most wished it ? or blundered where they 
were most ambilious of success 1 or found themselves 
awkward or tedious or incapable of study, thought, 
or heroism, and only hoped by good ^nse anfl fidelity 
to do what they could and pass unblamod ? And this 
witty malefactor makes their little hope less with 
satire and* scepticism, and slackens the springs of 
endeavour. Yes, this is easy; but to help the yoiulg 
soul, add energy, inspire hope, and blow the coals 
into a useful flame ; to redeem defeat by new thought, 
by firm action, that is not easy, that is the work of 
divine men. 

We live on dificrent planes or platforms. There 
is an external hfe, which is educated at school, taught* 
to read, write, cipher, and trade; taught to grasp all 
the boy cah get, urging him to put himself forward, 
to^ake himself useful and agreeable in the world, to 
ride, run, argue, and contend, unfold his talents, shine, 
conquer, and possess. 

But the inner life sits at homo, and dies npt learn 
to do things, nor value these feats at all. Tfi a quiet , 
wise perception. It loves , truth, because it is itself 
real; it loves right, it knows nothing cfee; but it 
makes no progress j was as witj in our first memory 
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of it as now; is just the same now in maturity, and 
hereafter in 'age, it was in youtL We have grown 
to manhood and womanhood; we have powers, con- 
nec^on,. childreii, reputations, professions; this makes 
no account, of them all. It lives in the great present; 
it makes the present great. This tranquil well- 
founded, wide-seeing soul is no express rider, no 
attorney, no magistrate: it lies in the sun, and broods 
on the world. A person of this temper once said to 
a man of .much activity; “I will pardon you that you 
do so nrach, and you me that I do notliing.” And 
Euripides says that “Zeus hates busy bodies and those 
who do too much.” 



OLD AGE. 

On the anniversary of the Phi Beta Kap^a Society 
at Cambridge, in 1861, the vcnorablo Jr’resident 
Quincy, senior member of the Society, as well as 
senior alumnus of the University, was received at the 
dinner witli peculiar'demonstrations of respect. ITe 
repliedT to these complitnents in a speech, and, graee- 
fully claiming the privileges of a literary society, 
entered at some length into an Apology for Old Ago, 
and, aiding himself by notes in his hand, made a 
sort of running commentary on Cicero’s chapter “ De 
Senectute.” The character of the speaker, the trans¬ 
parent good faith of his praise and blame, and thg 
naivd6 of his eager preference of Cicero’s opinions to 
King David’s, gave Unusual interest to the College 
festival. It was a discourse full of dignity, honouring 
SJm who spoke and tliose who heard. 

The speech led me to look ov5r at home—an easy 
task—Cicero’s famous essay, charming by its uniform 
rhetorical merit; heroic with Stoical precejfts; with 
a Eoman eye to the claims of the State; happiest, 
perhaps, in his praise of life on th,e farm^ and rising 
at the conclusion to a loftj* strain. But he does 
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not exhaust the subject; rather invites tlie attempt 
to add traits to the picture from our broader modera 
life. 

Cicero makes no ref^rento to the illusions which 
cling to the element of time, and in which Nature 
delights. Wellington, in speaking of military men, 
said: “ What masks arc these uniforms to hide 
cowards!” I have often detected the like deception 
in the cloth shoe, wadded pelisse, wig, spectacles, and 
padded chair of Age. Nature lends herself to these 
illusions,.,and adds dim sight, deafness, cracked voice, 
snowy hair, short memory, and sleep. These also arc 
masks, and all is not Age that wears them. Whilst 
we yet call ourselves young, and our mates arc yet 
youths with even boyish remains, one good fe'ilow in 
the set prematurely sports a gray or a bald head, 
which does not impose on us who know how innocent 
of sanctity or of Platonism he is, but does deceive 
his juniors and the public, who presently distinguish 
him ■with a most amusing respect: and this lets us 
,'nto the secret, that the venerable forms that so awed 
our childhood were just such impostors. Nature is 
full of freaks, and now puts an old head on young 
shoulders, and then a young heart beating unden four¬ 
score winters. 

For if the essence of Age is not present, these signs, 
whether of Art or Nature, are counterfeit and ridicu¬ 
lous : and the essence of Age is" intellect. Wherever 
that appears, we call it old. If we look .into the eyes 
of the yoiu gest peison, we sometimes discover that 
hero is one who kno\ts already what you would go 
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about with much pains to teach him; tliere is that in 
him which is the ancestor of all arounif him; which 
fact the Indian Vedas egress when^they say; ‘iHo 
that can discriminate is th% father of his father.” 
And in our old British legends of Arthur and the 
Bound Table, his friend and counsellor, Merlin the 
Wise, is a babe found exposed in a basket by the 
river-side, and, though an infant of only a few days, 
speaks articulately to those who discover him, tells 
his name and history, and presently foretells the fate 
of the bystanders. Wherever there is power, there 
is Age. Don’t be deceived by dimples and curls. I 
tell you that babe is a^thousand years old. 

Tim^ is,*indeed, the ^leatre and seat of illusion; 
nothing is so ductile and elastic. The mind stretches 
an hour to a century, and dwarfs an ago to an. hour.' 
Saadi found in a mosque at Damascus an old Persian 
of a hundred and fifty years who was dying, and was 
saying to himself : “ I said, coming into the world by 
birth, ‘ I will enjoy myself for a few moments.’ 
Alas! at the variegated table of life I partook of a' 
few mouthfuls, and the .Fates said, ‘Enough!'” That 
which does hot decay is so central and controlling in 
us^haik, as long as one is alone by hiitiself, he is not 
sensible of the inroads o^ time, whigh always begin at 
the surface-edges. If, on a winter day, you should 
stand within a bell-glass, the.face, and colour.of the 
afternoon clouds would not indicate whether it were 
June or January; and if we did not find the reflec¬ 
tion of ourselves in the eyes of the J^oung people, we 
could not know that the ccntnry-clock had struck 
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seventy instead of twenty. How many pien habit¬ 
ually believ^ that each chance passenger with whom 
they converse is of their ff;vn age, and presently find 
it was' his father, and/not*''his brother, whom they^ 
knew! 

But not to press too hard on these deceits and 
illusions of Nature, which are inseparable from our 
condition, and looking at Age under an aspect more 
conformed to the common sense, if the question be.' 
the felicity of Age, I fear the first popular judgments 
will be ‘ unfavourable. From the point of sensuous 
experience, seen from the streets and markets and the 
haunts of pleasure and gain, the estimate of Age is 
low, melancholy, and sceptical. Frankly face the 
facts, and see the result. Tobacco, coffee, ’ alcohol, 
haslush, prussic acid, strychnine, are weak dilutions: 
the surest poison is time. This cup, which Nature 
puts to our lips, has a wonderful virtue, surpassing 
that of any other draught. It opens the senses, adds 
power, fills us with exalted dreams, which we call 
hope, love, ambition, science: especially, it creates a 
craving for larger draughts of itself. But they who 
take the larger draughts are drunk with ft, lose their 
stature, strength, beauty, and senses, and end in fody 
and delirium. . W® postpone' our literary work until 
we have more ripeness and skill to write, and we one 
day discover that pur literary talent was a youtliful 
effervescence which we have’ now lost. We had a 
judge in Massachusetts who at sixty proposed to 
resign, alleging tlmt ho perceived a certain decay in 
his faculties; he was dissuaded by his friends, on 
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account of the public convenience at that time. At 
seventy it was hinted to hint that it wsft time to re¬ 
tire ; but he now replied* that he thought liis judg¬ 
ment as robust, and all isis (jg,culties as good^as over 
they were. But besides the self-deception,.the strong 
and hasty labourers of the street do not -work well 
with the ehronic valetudinarian. Youth is everywhere 
in plaee. Age, like woman, requires fit surroundings. 
Ago is comely in coaches, in churches, in chairs of 
state, and ceremony, in council-chambers, in^iourts of 
justice, and historical societies. Age'is beeflming in 
the country. But in tlm rush and uproar of Broad¬ 
way, if you look into the faces of the passengers, there 
is dejectioif or indignation in the seniors, a certain 
concealed sense of injury, and the lip made up with a 
heroic determination not to mind it. Few envy the 
consideration enjoyed by the oldest inhabitant. We 
do not count a man’s years until he has nothing else 
to count. The vast inconvenience of animal immor¬ 
tality was told in the fable of Tithonus. In short, the 
creed of the street is. Old Age is not disgraceful, but 
immensely disadvantageous. Life is well enough, but 
we shall all* be glad to get out of it, and they will all 
b^lai to have us. 

This is odious on thi face of it. Universal convic- 
tions are not to be shaken by the whimsies of over¬ 
fed butchers and firemen, or by t!(jo sentimentj^l fears 
of girls who would keep the iiffantile bloom on their 
cheeks. We know the value of experience. Life and 
art are cumulative; and he who*has aeffomplished 
sometl^g in any department alone deserves to be 
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heard on that subject. A man of great eniployments 
and excellen'o performance used to assure Ae that he 
dick not think a man wojrth anything until he was 
sixty;'although this siy&cks a little of the resolution* 
of a certain “1?oung Men’s Republican Club,” that all 
men should be hold eligible who were under seventy. 
But m all governments, the councils of power were 
held by the old; and patricians or patres, senate or 
senes, seigneurs or seniors, geremsia, the senate of Sparta,,- 
the presbytery of the Church, and the like, all signify 
simply 61d men. 

Tlie cynical creed or lampoon of the market is 
refuted by the universal prayer for long life, which 
is the verdict of Nature, and justified by* all history. 
Wo have, it is true, examples of an accelerated pace 
by which young men achieved grand works; as in the 
Macedonian Alc-xander, in Kafl'acllc, Shakspeare, Pas¬ 
cal, Burns, and Byron; but these are rare exceptions. 
Nature, in the main, vindicates her law. Skill to do 
comes of doing; knowledge comes by eyes always 
open, and working hands; and there is no knowledge 
that is not pow'cr. Bc'u'anger said: “ Almost all the 
good workmen live long.” And if the life be true 
and noble, we "have quite another sort of seniors ^ an 
the frowzy, timorous, peevish* dotards who arc falsely 
old,—namely, the men who fear no city, but by whom 
cities stand; who appearing in any street, the people 
empty tlieir houses to gaze at and obey them : as at 
“My Cid, with the fleecy beard,” fn Toledo; or 
Bruce, as BarbousrVeports him; as blind old Dandolo, 
elected Doge at eightj^-four years, storming Constanti- 
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nople at ninety-four, ami after the revolt again victori¬ 
ous, and elected at the ago of nincty-six^to the throne 
of the Eastern Empire, which he declined, andjiiod 
Ifoge at ninety-seven, /w^still fe*ol tlio iorce of 
Socrates, “ whom well-advised the oracle pronounced 
wisest of menof Archimedc.s, holding Syracuse 
against the Eomans by his wit, and himself better 
than all their nation; of Michel Angelo, wearing the 
four crowns of ’architecture, sculpture, painting, and 
poetry; of Galileo, of whose blindness Castolli said: 
“ The noblest eye is darkened that NSture e^er made, 
—an eye that hatli seen,more than all that went be¬ 
fore him, and hath opened the eyes of all that shall 
come after*himof Slewton, who made an important 
discovery for every one of his eighty-five years; bf 
Bacon, who “took all knowledge to be his province;” 
of Fontenelle, “that precious porcelain vase faid up 
in the centre of France to bo guarded v athJh * utmost 
care for a hundred yearsof Franklin, Jefferson, and 
Adams, the wise and heroic statesmen; of Washing¬ 
ton, the perfect citizen; of Wellington, the perfect* 
soldier; of Goethe, the all-knowing poet; of Hum* 
boldt, the hncyclopajdia of science. 

TJnder the general assertion of tlie well-being of 
Age, we can easily colint particular, benefits of that 
condition. It has weathered the perilous capes and 
shoals in the sea whereon we sad, and flie chief evil 
of life is taken away in removtng the groimtfs of fear. 
The insurance of a ship expires as she enters the 
harbour at home. It were stran|% if a Sian should 
turn ^ sixtieth year withoutja feeling of immense 
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relief from the dumber of dangers he hasL escaped. 
When the ol^t wife says, “ Take care of thjjt tumouf 
in your shoulder, perhaps it^ cancerous,”—he replies, 
“I ata's.yielding to a ,vfarm decomposition.” The 
humorous •thief who drank a pot of beer at the 
gallows blew oflf the froth because he had heard it was 
unhealthy; but it will not ^ui,d a pang to tlie prisoner 
marched out to be shot to assure him that the pain 
in his knee threatens mortification. When the pleuro¬ 
pneumonia of the cows raged, the butchers said, that, 
though the acute degi’ee was novel, there never was a 
time when this disease did not occur among cattle. 
All men carry seeds of all distempers through life 
latent, and we die without developing thehij^such is 
tB'e affirmative force of the constitution; but if you 
are enfeebled by any cause, some of these sleeping 
seeds start and open. Meantime at every stage we 
lose a fco . At fifty years, ’tis said, afflicted citizens 
lose their sick headaches. I hope this hegira is not as 
movable a feast as that one I annually look for, when 
*che hortictdturists assure mo that the rosebugs in our 
gardens disappear on the tenth of July; they stay a 
fortnight later in mine. But be it as it may with the 
sick headache,-^’tis certain that graver headaches a^ 
heart-aches are lulled once for (Jl, as we come up with 
certain goals of tim& The passions have answered 
their purpose: that flight but dread overweight, with 
which, in each instance,' Nature secures the execution 
of her aim, drops off. To keep man in the planet, she 
impresses the term? of death. To perfect the com¬ 
missariat, she implant» in each a certain rapacity to 
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get the sjapply, and a little oversupfjly, of his wants. 
To ensurelthc existence of the race, she feinforcea the 
sexual instinct, at the risk oi disorder, grief, and jjain. 

secure strength, she pfann^ruel hunger aad thirst, 
which so easily overdo their office, amt invite disease. 
But these temporary stays and,shifts for the protec¬ 
tion of the yoiuig anim^%ro.Bhed as fast as they can 
be replaced by nobler resources. We live in youth 
.amidst this rabble of passions, quite too tender, quite 
too hungry and initable. Later, the interiors of 
mind and heart open, and supply grander hnotivea. 
We learn the fatal compensations that wait on every 
act. Then—one after another—this riotous time- 
destroying Trew disappear. 

I count it another capital advantage of Age, thil, 
that a success more or less signifies nothing. Little 
by little, it has amassed such a fund of merit, that it 
can very well afford to go on its credit, it will. 
When I clianced to meet the poet Wordsworth, then 
sixty-three years old, he told me “that he had just 
had a fall and lost a tooth, and, when his cdlnpanions • 
were much concerned for the mischance, he had re¬ 
plied, that* he was glad it had not happened forty 
}jgars Isefore.” Well, Nature takes cane that wo shall 
not*lose our organs foffcy years too soon. A lawyer 
argued a cause yesterday in the Supreme Court, and 
I was struck with a certain air of,levity and (Jefiance 
which vastly became him. 'flfirty years ago*it was a 
serious concerh to him whether his pleading was good 
and effective. Now it is of imyoftance tc^his client, 
but oi none to himself. It has been long already fixed 



what he can do; and cannot do, and his coputation 
docs not gaiii or sidh;!' from one or a dozeij} new pef 
fonnances. • If ho should, on a new occasion, rise quitf 
beyond,,his inark, and^chirve somewhat great a^ic 
extra idiuiiry, tliat, of course, would instantly, tell; 
but I., may go below his mai’k with impunity, and 
peoylcwdll say * “Oh, lie had headache,” oi-, “Ho lost 
his slocj) for two nights.” What a lust of appearance, 
what a load of anxieties that once degraded him, he 
is thus rill of ! Every one is sensible of this cumula¬ 
tive advuntage in living. All the, good days boliind 
him arc sponsors, who speak for him when ho is silent, 
j)ay for him when he has no money, introduce hin- 
,where he has no letters, and work for hiln when h 
-oops. 

A third felicity of age is, that it has foiuid expre.s- 
sion. The youth suffers not only from ungratilice 
desires, Jj\}t fr^'in powers untried, and from a picture 
in his mind of a carcei- which has, as yet, no outward 
reality, llu is tormented with the w^ant of corre- 
•epondence? between things and thoughts. Michel 
Angelo’s head is full of masculine and gigantic figures 
as gods walking, wliich make him savage until his 
furious chisel ''an render them into muiblc; "and (ff 
architectural dr^;ams, until ajhundred stone-madhn.s 
can lay them in coursc.s of travertine. There is the 
like tony3o.st in every good head in which some great 
- benefit for the world is’[)lanted. The throes continue 
until the child is born. Every faculty new to each 
man thus goads hju. and drives him out into doleful 
deserts, luitil it finds proper vent. All the fun^ions 
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bf hutnaa <lut.y iiritate ami lasli lii’iii forward, be' 
fcoaning Jiid cbidins, until they arc jioffopnod. He 
wants friends, enijdoynient. knowledge, jiower, l^ouse 
uld land, wife and ehildr^L honour and ^juno*: he 
has religious wants, lesthetic wants,* doin^sti civil, 
humane wants. One hy one, day aftoi' day, he *eams 
to coin his wishes into^acts. lle*lias his ca’bng, 
homestead, social connection, and per-sonal power, and 
thus, at the enif of fifty years, hi.s .soul is appeased by 
seeing some sort of (3oiTes))ondenco betweeij his wish 
and his possession. This makes the \’alne of*Age, the 
satisfaction it slowly oflers to every craving. He l.s 
eronc who docs not feel himself jiinched and wronged, 
(Utwlu^scdondition, in itarticuliir and in general,allow,s 
the utterance of his minil. In old persons, when thf- > 
fully e.vpressed, «'e often oliserve a fair, jilump, 
lieronnial, waxen eomplexiun, which indicates that all 
the ferment of earlier day.s liassubsidM inte-serenity 
of thought and behavioiu'. 

The compensations of Nature jilay in Age as in 
youth. In a world .so cliarged and sjiarllling with* 
powci', a man does net live long and actii ely without 
co.5tly additions of experience, w’hich, though not 
Sfrokeif, arc recorded in his mind. What to the youth 
is duly a guess or a hoJ|e, is in the^ Vfiteran a digested 
statute. Ho beholds the feats of the juniors witli 
complacency, hut as one who, haying long agj known 
these game.s, has refined them'into results an*d morals.' 
The Indian ived Jacket, when the young braves were 
boasting their deeds, said, “ But l.hc sixtfbs have all 
the twenties and forties in them.’' 

VOL. V. 2 L 
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For a fourth benefit, Age sets its house ju ordef, 
and finishes 'its works, wliich to every artist is S 
supij^me pleasure. Youth lias an excess of sensibility, 
before which every ob^b glitters and attracts. We 
leave one -pursuit for another, and the young man’s 
year is a heap of begiuhings. At the end of a twelve¬ 
month he has nothing to show for it,—not one com' 
plcted work. But the time is not lost. Our instinC' 
drove us to hive innumeralile experiences, that o'-' 
yet of no visiljle value, and which we may keep tc' 
twice seven years before they sliall be wanted.' The 
best things arc of secular growth. The instinct of 
classifying marks the wise and health}' mind. Lin- 
mens projects his system, and lays out his twenty-four 
classes of jdants, before yet ho has found in Nature 
a single plant to justify certain of his cla.ssc.s. Ilia 
seventh class has not one. In process, of time, he 
finds with, delight the little white •Prientalis, the only 
plant with seven petals and sometimes seven stamens, 
wliich constitutes a seventh class in conformity with 
'his system. The conc.hologi.st builds his cabinet whilst 
as yet he has few shells. He labels shelves for classes, 
cells for spocies: all but a few are empty. But every 
year fills some blanks, and with accelerating speed at 
hb becomes knawing and krbwn. An old schblar 
finds keen delight in vo’-ifying the impressive anec¬ 
dotes aijd citations he has met with in miscellaneous 
'reading and hearing, in all the years of youth. - We 
carry in memory important anecdotes, and have lost 
all cine to the autiibr from whom we had them. We 
have a heroic speech from Rome or Greece, buf/,- can- 
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not fix it on tlie man wlio said it. \Vc have arC 
xdtiiirable lino worthy of Horace, uvei' >in(l anon re¬ 
sounding *in our jnind’s ear, but have liearchod all 
^narbablo and iiniirobalil); b^pks for ft in vain.,*Wo 
consult the reading men ; Imt^strangvsly finough, they 
who know everything know rmt thi.s. But especially 
•VC have a certain insuliiled though*, which haunts 
, but remains insulated and barren. Well, there is 
'•thing for all "this but jiatienco and time. Time, 
. 1 , that is the finder, the unwcariablc o.xplorcr, not 
subject to casualties, omniscient at 4a.st. The day 
comes when the hidden ^luthor of our story is found ; 
when the brave speech returns straight to the hero 
who said iit; uhon tld) admirable verse finds the poet 
to who^ it lielong.s; an*d bciit of all, when the lonely 
thought, which socmeil so wise, yet half-wise, half¬ 
thought, boijause it ca.st no light abi'oad, is .suddenly 
matched in ciu?'>(jnd by its twin, by \ts serjuenco, or 
next related analogy, which gives it instantly radiat¬ 
ing power, and justifies the supei-stitious instinct with 
which we have hoarded it. We rememhar our old, 
Greek Professor at Gandiridge, an ancient bachelor, 
amid hi.s folios, ])os.sessed by this hojio of^ completing 
4 task, with nothing to break his Igisure after the 
t}ji%c hours of his daily classe.s, yet ever restlessly 
stroking his leg, and Assuring Ifimsolf “ he should 
retire from the University and read Olio authors.” 
In Gpothe’s Romance, Makafia, tlie central fi^ire fovm 
wi.sdom and influence, pleases herself with withdraw¬ 
ing into solitude to astronomy a^l opis^lary corre¬ 
spondence. Goethe himself ca0icd this completion of 
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studies to the higlicst point. Many of ^is works 
hung on tho easel from youth to age, and ieceivod 
stroke in every inontii or year. A literary astrologer, 
he >Vver applied liim^f any task but at tht 
happy moment vhen ali the stars consented. B(}ntley 
thought himself likel} to live till fourscore,—lonj 
enough to rca<l everything‘[.hat was worth reading,— 
“Kt fujnc magna mei suh Icnis ilii image.” Much wider 
is spread the pleasure which old men take in complet 
ing their secular afl'airs, the inventor his inventions, 
the agriqultmi.^t his experiments, and all old men ir 
finishing their houses, rounding their estates, clearing 
their titles, reducing tangled interests to order, recon¬ 
ciling enmities, and leaving all in the best^posture foi 
the future. It must bo .believed that there \s a pr 
portion between the designs of a man and the b 
of his life : there is a calendar of his yc^-s, so ot 
[)crformauces. f 

America is tho coiuitry of young men, and too ful; 
of work hitherto for leisure and tranquillity ; yet wc 
Jiave had robust centenarians, and cxamjdcs of dignity 
and wisdom. I have lately found in an old note-bools 
a record of a visit to cx-rresident John.Adams, ir 
1825, soon aftej; the election of his son to thu Presi 
doncy. It is but a sketch, and nothing importanl 
passed in the conversation; but it report^ a moment 
in the life of-a heroic person, who, in extreme old age 
■ippeared'still erect and.Aorthy of his fame. 


-^ri Fel>.^dS25. To-day, at Quincy, witi 

my brother, by invitation of Mr. Adams’s family. Tht 
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Did President sat in a large stuffed tirm-chair, dressed 
5u a l>luj coat, black small-clothes, wllite, stockings; 
p, cotton cap covered’ his bald head. Wo matjp our 
comidiracnt, told him ha Itost let us join,oifr con- 
gi’atHlations to those of the nation on th» happiness 
of his house. He thanl^ed-u% and said:' “J am re¬ 
joiced, because the natiDn is happy. The tj|po of 
gratulation and congratulations is nearly ovfr -with 
me : I am astonished that I have lived to see and 
kno'ifr of this event. I have lived nqjv nem-ly a cen¬ 
tury "[he was ninety in the following October ]; a 
long, harassed, and distracted life.” I said: “ The 
world thinks a good deaPof joy has been mixed with 
it.”—“^he world does„noJj know,” he replied, “how 
' "fch toil, anxiety, and sorrow \ have suffered.” * I 
^ if Mr. Adams’.s letter of acceptance had been 
i-ead to hina^ “Yes,” ho said, and added: “My son 
has more politiiSil prudence than a?ly man that •! 
know who has existed in my time; he never was put 
off his guard ; and I hope ho will continue such; but^ 
what effect ago may work in diminisliing *tho powci* 
of his mind, I do not know ; it has been very much 
on the sfS-etch, ever since ho was bor». Tie has 
always been laborious, child and maij; from infancy.” 
Wien Mr. J. Q. Ad^s’s age was mentioned, he 
said:He is now fifty-eight, or wiU bo in July;” and 
remarked that “ all the Presideijts were of fjie same 
ige: - General Washington wits about fifty-eight, and" 
[ was about’fifty-eight, and Mr. Jefferson, and Mr. 
Madison, and Mr. Monroe.” W8*inquirfti when he 
sxpepted to see Mr. Adams. He said : “ Never: Mr. 



Adams will not como to (|>uiucy but to my,■'funeral? 
It would be a'j^rcat satisfaction to me to see liijii, but 
I doij’t wish him to come on my account.” He spoke 
of iSi'. Iiechmere, whop/'he*-“well remembered to 
have seen oome down daily, at a great age, to walk 
in the old towji-house,”' adding : “And I wish 1 could 
walk^-s well as ho did. Ko was Collector of the 
Customs for many years imdor the Iloy.al Covera- 
ment.” R said : “I suppose, sir, you would not have 
taken hia place, even to walk as well as he.”--“'JSlo,” 
he replies!, “tliat was not what I wanted.”* lie 
talked of Whitelield, and “ remembered when ho was 
a Freshman in College, to*’iiave como into town to 
the Old South church [1 tlnukl to hear him* byt could 
nolt get into the househowever, saw him,” ho 
said, “through a window, and distinctly heard all. 
He had a voice such as I nevSr he'ird bgfere or since. 
Ho cast it out ^So that you might h#r.u' it at the meet¬ 
ing-house [pointing towaids the Quincy meeting- 
house], and ho had the grace of a dancing-mastci', of 
&n actor 8f plays. His voice and manner helped 
him more than his sermons. I wont with Jonathan 
Sewall.’^—“•And you were pleased with him, sir V’— 
“Pleased! I was delighted beyond measure.'' We 
asked if at Whitefiold’s returf the same jwjmlaflty 
continued. “Not the same fury,” he said, “iiQt the 
same wild enthusiasiji as before, but a greater esteem, 
■& he became more known. Ho did not terrify, but 
was admired.” 

We sperfc abouthour in his room. Ho speaks 
very distinctly for so lold a man, enters bravely, into 
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fcng seAtenccs, which arc interrupted - by want of 
hreath, l^ut carries them' inVarjably tt(^ a jconclusion, 
without cori'ccting a H'ord, , 

' He spoke of the nc\v»noWl| of Cooper, a»d '■ Peep 
at tke Pilgrims,” and “Saratoga,” with praise, and 
named with accuracy the eluyactcrs in them? He 
likes to have a person al9^ays rea(ling to him, (^com¬ 
pany talking in his room, and is hotter the n^t day 
:»after having visitors in his charnhor from morning to 
nigh^. 

He roccivcil a premature report ot ins dort’s elec¬ 
tion, on Sunday afterneon, without any excitement, 
and told the reporter^ he "iuid been hoaxed, for it was 
not ye^ (inie for any Hf;wVto arrive. The informer, 
something damped in his heart, insisted on repairing 
to the meeting-house, and proclaimed it aloud, to the 
congregatioi^ who were'so overjoyed that they rose 
in their seats and cheered thrice. Thd Reverend Mr. 
Whitney dismissed them immediately. 

When life has been well spent, age is^ a loss of* 
what it can well spare,—muscular strength, organic 
instincts, gross bulk, and works that beloag tb these. 
■«Ilut tlfl) central wisdom, which was oM in infancy, is 
yoJhg in fourscore yc^s, and, dropping olF obstruc¬ 
tions, leaves in happy subjects the mipd^ purified and 
wise. I have hoard that whoever loves is ip.no com 
dition old. I have heard, that, whenever the name 
of man is spoken, the doctiine of immortality is 
announced; it cleaves to his cojjsfiikition. ^ The mocle 
of it Jjaffles our iidt, and no whiSper comes to ns from 
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tho other side. But the inference from the ivorking 
of intellect, hiving knowledge, hiving skill.—at the 
end fif life just ready to bj bom,—affirms the inspira 
tions 6f rffcction and o^ ♦ne moral sentiment. 


END' 0] von. V. 
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